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ANDREA DEL SARTO 

i 

>0 \fi^ (CALLID **Tia rAULTLISt PAINTEIU**) 

t 

^ But do not let us quarrel any more, 

I Noy my Lucrezia ; bear with me for once : 

"Tt Sit down and all shall happen as you wish. 

^-^ You turn your face, but does it. bring your heart ? 

Ill work then for your friend's friend, never fear, 

^ Treat hb own subject after his own way. 

Fix his own time, accept too his own price. 
And shut the money into this small hand 
When next it takes mine. Will it? tenderly ? 

,. Oh, m content him, — but to-morrow. Lore ! 

VOL. II. .^ B 
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2 MEN AND WOMEN 

I often am much wearier than you think, 
This evening more than usual, and it seems 
As if— forgive now — should you let me sit 
Here by the window with your hand in mine 
And look a half hour forth on Fiesole, 
Both of one mind, as married people use. 
Quietly, quietly, the evening through, 
I might get up to-morrow to my work 
CheeHul and fresh as ever. Let us try. 
To-morrow how you shall be glad for this ! 
Your soft hand is a woman of itself. 
And mine the man's bared breast she curls inside. 
Don't count the time lost, either ; you must serve 
For each of the five pictures we require — 
It saves a model. So ! keep looking so — 
My serpentining beauty, rounds on rounds ! 
— How could you ever prick those perfect ears. 
Even to put the pearl there ! oh, so sweet — 
My face, my moon, my everybody's moon. 
Which everybody loob on and calls his. 
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ANDREA DEL SARTO 

Andy I suppose, is looked on by in tarn. 

While she looks — ^no one's : veiy dear, no less ! 

You smile ? why, there's my picture ready made. 

There's what we painters call our harmony ! 

A common greyness silvers everything, — 

All in a twilight, you and I alike 

— ^You, at the point of your first pride in me 

(That's gone, you know), — but I, at every point ; 

My youth, my hope, my art, being all toned down 

To yonder sober pleasant Fiesolc. 

There's the bell clinking from the chapel-top ; 

That length of convent-wall across the way 

Holds the trees safer, huddled more inside ; 

The last monk leaves the garden ; days decrease 

And autumn grows, autumn in everything. 

Eh ? the whole seems to fall into a shape 

As if I saw alike my work and self 

And all that I was bom to be and do, 

A twilight-piece. Love, we are in God's hand. 

How strange now, looks the life he makes us lead ! 
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4 MEN AND WOMEN 

So free we seeniy so fettered fast we are : 

I feel he laid the fetter : let it lie ! 

This chamber for example — ^tum your head — 

All that's behind us ! you don't understand 

Nor care to understand about my art. 

But you can hear at least when people speak ; 

And that cartoon, the second from the door 

— It is the thing. Love ! so such things should be — 

Behold Madonna, I am bold to say. 

I can do with my pencil what I know, 

What I see, what at bottom of my heart 

I wish for, if I ever wish so deep — 

Do easily, too— when I say perfectly 

I do not boast, perhaps : yourself ire judge 

Who listened to the Legate's talk last week, 

And just as much they used to say in France. 

At any rate 'tis easy, all of it. 

No sketches first, no studies, that's long past — 

I do what many dream of all their lives 

— ^Dream ? strive to do, and agonise to do 
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ANDREA DEL SARTO 5 

And ^1 in doing. I could count twenty such 
On twice your fingers, and not leave this town. 
Who strive — ^you don't know how the others strive 
To paint a little thing like that you smeared 
Carelessly passing with your robes afloat. 
Yet do much less, so much less, some one says, 
(I know his name, no matter) so much less ! 
Welly less is more, Lucrezia ! I am judged. 
There bums a truer light of God in them. 
In their vexed, beating, stufled and stopped-up brain, 
Heart, or whatever else, than goes on to prompt 
This low-pulsed forthright craftsman's hand of mine. 
Their works drop groundward, but themselves, I know, 
Reach many a time a heaven that's shut to me. 
Enter and take their place there sure enough. 
Though they come back and cannot tell the world. 
My worb are nearer heaven, but I sit here. 
The sudden blood of these men ! at a word — 
Praise them, it boils, or blame them, it boils too. 
I, painting from myself and to myself 
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6 MEN AND WOMEN 

Know what I do, am unmoved by men's blame 

Or their praise either. Somebody remarb 

Morello's outline there is wrongly traced, 

His hue mistaken — ^what of that? or else, 

Rightly traced and well ordered — what of that ? 

Ah, but a man's reach should exceed his grasp, 

Or what's a Heaven for ? all is silver-grey 

Placid and perfect with my art — the worse ! 

I know both what I want and what might gain — 

And yet how profitless to know, to sigh 

** Had I been two, another and myself 

Our head would have o'erlooked the world ! " No 

doubt. 
Vender's a work, now, of that famous youth 
The Urbinate who died five years ago. 
(Tis copied, George Vasari sent it me). 
Well, I can fency how he did it all. 
Pouring his soul, with kings and popes to see, 
Reaching, that Heaven might so replenish him. 
Above and through his art — for it gives way ; 
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ANDREA DEL SARTO ; 

That arm is wrongly put — and there again — 

A £iult to pardon in the drawing's lines. 

Its body, so to speak ! its soul is right. 

He means right — that, a child may understand. 

Still, what an arm ! and I could alter it 

But all the play, the insight and the stretch—- 

Out of me ! out of me ! And wherefore out ? 

Had you enjoined them on me, given me soul. 

We might have risen to Ra£iel, I and you. 

Nay, Love, you did give all I asked, I think — 

More than I merit, yes, by many times. 

But had you — Qh, with the same perfect brow. 

And perfect eyes, and more than perfect mouth. 

And the low voice my soul hears, as a bird 

The fowler's pipe, and follows to the snare — 

Had you, with these the same, but brought a mind ! 

Some women do so. Had the mouth there urged 

** God and the glory ! never care for gain. 

The present by the future, what is that ? 

Live for fame, side by side with Angelo — 
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8 MEN AND WOMEN 

Rafael is waiting. Up to God all three ! " 

I might have done it for you. So it seems — 

Perhaps not. All is as God over-rules. 

Beside, incentives come from the soul's self ; 

The rest avail. not. Why do I need you I 

What wife had Rafael, or has Angelo ? 

In this world, who can do a thing, will not — 

And who would do it, cannot, I perceive : 

Yet the will's somewhat — somewhat, too, the power; — 

And thus we half-men struggle. At the end, 

God, I conclude, compensates, punishes. 

'Tis safer for me, if the award be strict, 

That I am something underrated here. 

Poor this long while, despised, to speak the truth. 

I dared not, do you know, leave home all day. 

For fear of chancing on the Paris lords. 

The best is when they pass and look aside ; 

But they speak sometimes ; I must bear it all. 

Well may they speak ! That Francis, that first time, 

And that long festal year at Fontainebleau ! . 
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ANDREA DEL SARTO 

I surely then could sometimes leave the ground. 
Put on the gloiy, Ra&el's daily wear. 
In that humane great monarch's golden look, — 
One finger in his beard or twisted curl 
Over his mouth's good mark that made the smile. 
One arm about my shoulder, round my neck, 
The jingle of his gold chain in my ear, 
You painting proudly with his breath on 'me. 
All his court round him, seeing with his eyes. 
Such frank French eyes, and such a fire of souls 
Profuse, my hand kept plying by those hearts, — 
And, best of all, this, this, this face beyond. 
This in the back-ground, waiting on my work. 
To crown the issue with a last reward ! 
A good time, was it not, my kingly days ? 
And had you not grown restless — but I know — 
'Tis done and past ; 'twas right, my instinct said ; 
Too live the life grew, golden and not grey — 
And I'm the weak-eyed bat no sun should tempt 
Out of the grange whose four walls make his world; 
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lo MEN AND WOMEN 

How could it end in any other way ? 

You called me, and I came home to your heart. 

The triumph was to have ended there — then if 

I reached it ere the triumph, what is lost ? 

Let my hands frame your face in your hair's gold. 

You beautiful Lucrezia that are mine ! 

** Rafael did this, Andrea painted that — 

The Roman's is the better when you pray, 

But still the other's Virgin was his wife — *' 

Men will excuse me. I am glad to judge 

Both pictures in your presence ; clearer grows 

My better fortune, I resolve to think. 

For, do you know, Lucrezia, as God lives, 

Said one day Angelo, his very self. 

To Rafael ... I have known it all these years . • • 

(When the young man was flaming out his thoughts 

Upon a palace-wall for Rome to see. 

Too lifted up in heart because of it) 

" Friend, there's a certain sorry little scrub 

Goes up and down our Florence — none cares how. 
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ANDREA DEL SARTO ii 

Whoy were he set to plan and execute 

As you are pricked on by your popes and kings, 

Would bring the sweat into that brow of yours ! ** 

To Rafael's ! — ^And indeed the arm is wrong. 

I hardly dare — ^yet, only you to see, 

Give the chalk here — quick, thus the line should go ! 

Ay, but the soul ! he's Rafiiel ! rub it out ! 

Still, all I care for, if he spoke the truth, 

(What he ? why, who but Michael Angelo ? 

Do you forget already words like those ?) 

If really there was such a chance, so lost. 

Is, whether you're — not grateful — but more pleased. 

Well, let me think so. And you smile indeed ! 

This hour has been an hour I Another smile ? 

If you would sit thus by me eveiy night 

I should work better, do you comprehend ? 

I mean that I should earn more, give you more. 

See, it is settled dusk now ; there's a star ; 

Morello's gone, the watch-lights show the wall, 

The cue-owls speak the name we call them by. 
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12 MEN AND WOMEN 

Come from the window, Love,-^ome in, at last, 

Inside the melancholy little house 

We built to be so gay with. God is just. 

King Francis may forgive me. Oft at nights 

When I look up from painting, eyes tired out. 

The walls become illumined, brick from brick 

Distinct, instead of mortar fierce bright gold, 

That gold of his I did cement them with ! 

Let us but love each other. Must you go ? 

That Cousin here again ? he waits outside ? 

Must see you — you, and not with me ? Those loans ! 

More gaming debts to pay ? you smiled for that ? 

Well, let smiles buy me ! have you more to spend ? 

While hand and eye and something of a heart 

Are left me, work's my ware, and what's it worth ? 

I'll pay my ^cy. Only let me sit 

The grey remainder of the evening out, 

Idle, you call it, and muse perfectly. 

How I could paint were I but back in France, 

One picture, just one more — the Virgin's face, 
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ANDREA DEL SARTO 13 

Not your's this time ! I want yon at my side 

To hear them — that b, Michael Angelo — 

Judge all I do and tell you of its worth. 

Will you ? To-morrow, satisfy your friend. 

I take the subjects for his corridor, 

Finish the portrait out of hand — there, there. 

And throw him in another thing or two 

If he demurs ; the whole should prove enough 

To pay for this same Cousin's freak. Beside, 

What's better and what's all I care about, 

Get you the thirteen scudi for the ruff*. 

Love, does that please you ? Ah, but what does he, 

The Cousin ! what does he to please you more ? 

I am grown peaceful as old age to-night. 
I regret little, I would change still less. 
Since there my past life lies, why alter it ? 
The very wrong to Francis ! it is true 
I took his coin, was tempted and complied. 
And built this house and sinned, and all is said. 
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1 4 MEN AND WOMEN 

My father and my mother died of want. 

Well, had I riches of my own ? you sec 

How one gets rich ! Let each one bear his lot. 

They were bom poor, lived poor, and poor they died : 

And I have laboured somewhat in my time 

And not been paid profusely. Some good son 

Paint my two hundred pictures — ^let him try ! 

No doubt, there's something strikes a balance. Yes, 

You loved me quite enough, it seems to-night. 

This must suffice me here. What would one have ? 

In heaven, perhaps, new chances, one more chance — 

Four great walls in the New Jerusalem 

Meted on each side by the angel's reed. 

For Leonard, Rafael, Angelo and me 

To cover — the three first without a wife. 

While I have mine ! So — ^still they overcome 

Because there's still Lucrezia, — ^as I choose. 

Again the Cousin's whistle ! Go, my Love. 
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Let them fight it out, friend ! things have gone too 

far. 
God must judge the couple ! leave them as they are 
— ^Whichever one's the guiltless, to his glory, 
And whichever one the guilt's with, to my story. 



Why, you would not bid men, sunk in such a slough. 
Strike no arm out further, stick and stink as now. 
Leaving right and wrong to settle the embroilment. 
Heaven with snaky Hell, in torture and cntoilmcnt ? 
15 
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1 6 MEN AND WOMEN 



III 

Which of them's the culprit, how must he conceive 
God's the queen he caps to, laughing in his sleeve ! 
'Tis but decent to profess oneself beneath her. 
Stilly one must not be too much in earnest either. 

TV 

Better sin the whole sin, sure that God observes. 
Then go live his life out ! life will try his nerves, 
When the sky which noticed all, makes no disclosure. 
And the earth keeps up her terrible composure. 



Let him pace at pleasure, past the walls of rose, 
Pluck their fruits when grape-trees graze him as he 

goes. 
For he 'gins to guess the purpose of the garden. 
With the sly mute thing beside there for a warden. 
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BEFORE 17 

VI 

What's the leopard-dog-thingy constant to his side, 
A leer and lie in every eye on its obsequious hide ? 
When will come an end of all the mock obeisance. 
And the price appear that pays for the misfeasance ? 

VII 

So much for the culprit. Who's the martyred man ? 
Let him bear one stroke more, for be sure he can. 
He that strove thus evil's lump with good to leaven. 
Let him give his blood at last and get his heaven. 

VIII 

All or nothing, stake it ! trusts he God or no ? 
Thus far and no farther ? farther ? be it so. 
Now, enough of your chicane of prudent pauses, 
Sage provisos, sub-intents, and saving-clauses. 
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1 8 MEN AND WOMEN 



IX 



Ah, ^* forgive " yon bid him ? While God's champion 

lives, 
Wrong shall be resisted : dead, why he forgives. 
But 70U must not end my friend ere 70U begin him ; 
Evil stands not crowned on earth, while breath is in 

him. 



Once more — Will the wronger, at this last of all. 
Dare to say ^ I did wrong," rising in his fall ? 
No ? — ^Let go, then — both the fighters to their places — 
While I count three, step you back as many paces. 
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AFTER 

Take the cloak from his face, and at first 
Let the corpse do its worst. 

How he lies in his rights of a man ! 

Death has done all death can. 
And absorbed in the new life he leads, 

He recks not, he heeds 
Nor his wrong nor my vengeance — ^both strike 

On his senses alikcy 
And are lost in the solemn and strange 

Surprise of the change. 
19 
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20 MEN AND WOMEN 

Ha, what avails death to erase 

His offence^ my disgrace ? 
I would we were boys as of old 

In the field, by the fold — 
His outrage, God's patience, man's scorn 

Were so easily borne. 

I stand here now, he lies in his place — 
Cover the face. 
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IN THREE DAYS 



Soy I shall see her in three days 
And just one night, but nights are short. 
Then two long hours, and that is mom. 
See how I come, unchanged, unworn- 
Feel, where my life broke off from thine, 
How fresh the splinters keep and fine, — 
Only a touch and we combine ! 



Too long, this time of year, the days ! 
But nights — at least the nights are short. 
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iz MEN AND WOMEN 

As night shows where her one moon is, 
A hand's-breadth of pure light and bliss. 
So, life's night gives my lady birth 
And my eyes hold her ! what is worth 
The rest of heaven, the rest of earth ? 

Ill 

O loaded curls, release your store 
Of warmth and scent as once before 
The tingling hair did, lights and darks 
Out-breaking into £iiry sparks 
When under curl and curl I pried 
After the warmth and scent inside 
Thro* lights and darb how manifold — 
The dark inspired, the light controlled ! 
As early Art embrowned the gold. 

IV 

What great fear— -should one say, " Three dajrs 
That change the world, might change as well 
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IN THREE DAYS 23 

Your fortune ; and if joy delays, 
Be happy that no worse befell." 
What small fear — ^if another says, 
** Three days and one short night beside 
May throw no shadow on your wajrs ; 
But years must teem with change untried. 
With chance not easily defied. 
With an end somewhere undescried." 
No fear ! — or if a fear be bom 
This minute, it dies out in scorn. 
Fear ? I shall see her in three days 
And one night, now the nights are short, 
Then just two hours, and that is mom. 
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Never any more 

While I live, 
Need I hope to see his face 

As before. 
Once his love grown chill, 

Mine may strive — 
Bitterly we re-embrace. 

Single still. 
24 
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IN A YEAR 25 



Was it something said. 

Something done^ 
Vexed him } was it touch of hand. 

Turn of head? 
Strange ! that very way 

Love begun. 
I as little undersUnd 

Love's decay. 

Ill 
When I sewed or drew, 

I recall 
How he looked as if I sang, 

— Sweetly too. 
If I spoke a word. 

First of all 
Up his cheek the color sprang. 

Then he heard. 
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z6 MEN AND WOMEN 

IV 

Sitting by ray side. 

At my feety 
So he breathed the air I breathed^ 

Satisfied ! 
ly tooy at love's brim 

Touched the sweet : 
I would die if death bequeathed 

Sweet to him. 



" Speak, I love thee best ! '* 

He exclaimed. 
" Let thy love my own foretell, — 

I confessed : 
** Clasp my heart on thine 

Now unblamed, 
Since upon thy soul as well 

Hangeth mine ! " 
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IN A YEAR 27 

VI 

Was it wrong to own. 

Being truth ? 
Why should all the giving prove 

His alone I 
I had wealth and ease. 

Beauty, youth — 
Since my lover gave me love, 

I gave these. 



That was all I meant, 

— ^To be just, 
And the passion I had raised 

To content. 
Since he chose to change 

Gold for dust. 
If I gave him what he praised 

Was it strange ! 
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zS MEN AND WOMEN 

VIII 

Would he loved me yet, 

On and on. 
While I found some way undreamed 

— Paid my debt ! 
Gave more life and more. 

Till, all gone. 
He should smile ** She never seemed 

Mine before. 

IX 

** What— she felt the while, 

Must I think ? 
Love's so different with us men," 

He should smile. 
** Dying for my sake — 

White and pink ! 
Can't we touch these bubbles then 

But they break?'' 
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Dear^ the pang is brief. 

Do thy part. 
Have thy pleasure. How perplext 

Grows belief ! 
Welly this cold clay clod 

Was man's heart. 
Crumble it — and what comes next ? 

Is it God ? 
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OLD PICTURES IN FLORENCE 



The morn when first it thunders in March, 

The eel in the pond gives a leap, they say. 
As I leaned and looked over the aloed arch 

Of the villa-gate, this warm March day. 
No flash snapty no dumb thunder rolled 

In the valley beneath, where, white and wide. 
Washed by the morning's water-gold, 

Florence lay out on the mountain-side. 
30 
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OLD PICTURES IN FLORENCE 31 



River and bridge and sticet aad square 

Lay mine, as much at my beck and call. 
Through the live translucent bath of air. 

As the sights in a magic crystal ball. 
And of all I saw and of all I f^aised. 

The most to pnuse and the best to see, 
Was the startling bell-tower Giotto raised : 

But why did it more than startle me ? 

Ill 

GiottOy how, with that soul of yours. 

Could you play me ^se who loved yon so ? 
Some slights if a certain heart endures. 

It kds, I would have your fellows know ! 
'Faith — ^I perceive not why I should care 

To break a silence that suits them best. 
But the thing grows somewhat hard to bear 

When I find a Giotto join the rest. 
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32 MEN AND WOMEN 

IV 

On the arch where olives overhead 

Print the blue sky with twig and leaf, 
(That sharp-carled leaf they never shed) 

nfwixt the aloes I used to lean in chiefs 
And mark through the winter afternoons^ 

By a gift God grants me now and then. 
In the mild decline of those suns like moons. 

Who walked in Florence, besides her men. 

V 

They might chirp and chafier, come and go 

For pleasure or profit, her men alive — 
My business was hardly with them, I trow. 

But with empty cells of the human hive ; 
— With the chapter-room, the cloister-porch. 

The church's apsis, aisle or nave. 
Its crypt, one fingers along with a torch — 

Its face, set full for the sun to shave. 
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OLD PICTURES IN FLORENCE 33 

VI 

Wherever a fresco peels and drops. 

Wherever an outline weakens and wanes 
Till the latest life in the painting stops. 

Stands One whom each fainter pulse-tick pains ! 
One, wishful each scrap should clutch its brick, 

Each tinge not wholly escape the plaster, 
— A lion who dies of an ass*s kick. 

The wronged great soul of an Ancient Master. 

VII 

For oh, this world and the wrong it does ! 

They are safe in heaven with their bacb to it, 
The Michaels and Ravels, you hum and buzz 

Round the works of, you of the little wit ! 
Do their eyes contract to the earth's old scope, 

Now that they see God face to face. 
And have all attained to be poets, I hope ? 

'Tis their holiday now, in any case. 

VOL. II. D 
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34 MEN AND WOMEN 

VIII 

Much they reck of your praise and you ! 

But the wronged great souls — can they be quit 
Of a world where all their work is to do. 

Where you style them^ you of the little wit. 
Old Master this and Early the other, 

Not dreaming that Old and New are fellows. 
That a younger succeeds to an elder brother. 

Da Vincis derive in good time from Dellos ? 

IX 

And here where your praise would yield returns 

And a handsome word or two give help. 
Here, after your kind, the mastiff* gims 

And the puppy pack of poodles yelp. 
What, not a word for Stefiino there 

— Of brow once prominent and starry, 
Called Nature's ape and the world's despair 

For his peerless painting (see Vasari) } 
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OLD PICTURES IN FLORENCE 35 



There he stands now. Study, my friends, 

What a man's work comes to ! so he plans it. 
Performs it, perfects it, makes amends 

For the toiling and moiling, and there's its transit ! 
Happier the thrifty blind-folk labour. 

With upturned eye while the hand is busy, 
Not sidling a glance at the coin of their neighbour ! 

^Tis looking downward makes one dizzy. 

XI 

If you knew their work you would deal your dole. 

May I take upon me to instruct you ? 
When Greek Art ran and reached the goal. 

Thus much had the world to boast infructu — 
The truth of Man, as by God first spoken. 

Which the actual generations garble. 
Was re-uttered, — and Soul (which Limbs betoken) 

And Limbs (Soul informs) were made new in marble. 
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XII 

So you saw yourself as you wished you were, 

As you might have been, as you cannot be ; 
And bringing your own shortcomings there. 

You grew content in your poor degree 
With your little power, by those statues^ godhead, 

And your little scope, by their eyes' full sway. 
And your little grace, by their grace embodied, 

And your little date, by their forms that stay. 

XIII 

You would fain be kinglier, say than I am ? 

Even so, you will not sit like Theseus. 
You'd fain be a model ? the Son of Priam 

Has yet the advantage in arms' and knees' use. 
You're wroth— can you slay your snake like Apollo ? 

You're grieved — still Niobe's the grander ! 
You live — there's the Racers* frieze to follow— 

You die — there's the dying Alexander. 
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XIT 

So, testing yoar weakness b^ their strength. 

Your meagre charms by their rounded beauty. 
Measured by Art in your breadth and length, 

You learn — ^to submit is the worsted's duty. 
— ^Whcn I say "you " 'tb the common soul. 

The collective, I mean — the race of Man 
That receives life in parts to live in a whole. 

And grow here according to God's own plan. 

XV 

Growth came when, looking your last on them all. 

You turned your eyes inwardly one fine day 
And cried with a start — What if we so small 

Are greater, ay, greater the while than they ! 
Are they perfect of lineament, perfect of stature ? 

In both, of such lower types are we 
Precisely because of our wider nature ; 

For time, theirs — ours, for eternity. 
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XVI 

To-day's brief passion limits their range. 

It seethes with the morrow for as and more. 
They are perfect — ^how else ? they shall never change : 

We are &ulty — ^why not ? we have time in store. 
The Artificer's hand is not arrested 

With us — ^we are rough-hewn, no-wise polished : 
They stand for our copy, and, once invested 

With all they can teach, we shall see them abolished. 

XVII 

'Tis a life-long toil till our lump be leaven — 

The better ! what's come to perfection perishes. 
Things learned on earth, we shall practise in heaven. 

Worb done least rapidly. Art most cherishes. 
Thyself shall afibrd the example, Giotto ! 

Thy one work, not to decrease or diminish. 
Done at a stroke, was just (was it not !) " O ! " 

Thy great Campanile is still to finish. 
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XTIII 

Is it true, we are now, and shall be hereafter. 

And what — is depending on life's one minute ? 
Hails heavenly cheer or infernal laughter 

Our first step out of the gulf or in it ? 
And Man, this step within his endeavour, 

His face, have no more play and action 
Than joy which b crystallized for ever. 

Or grie^ an eternal petrifaction ! 

XIX 

On which I conclude, that the early painters. 

To cries of "Greek Art and what more wish you ?" — 
Replied, " Become now self-acquainters. 

And paint man, man, — whatever the issue ! 
Make the hopes shine through the flesh they fray. 

New fears aggrandise the rags and tatters. 
So bring the invisible full into play, 

Let the visible go to the dogs^ — what matters ? " 
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XX 

Give these, I say, full honour and glory 

For daring so much, before they well did it. 
The first of the new, in our race's story. 

Beats the last of the old, 'tis no idle quiddit. 
The worthies began a revolution 

Which if on the earth we intend to acknowledge 
Honour them now — (ends my allocution) 

Nor confer our degree when the folb leave college. 

XXI 

There's a &ncy some lean to and others hate — 

That, when this life is ended, begins 
New work for the soul in another state. 

Where it strives and gets weary, loses and wins — 
Where the strong and the weak, this world's congeries. 

Repeat in large what they practised in small. 
Through life after life in unlimited series ; 

Only the scale's to be changed, that's all. 
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XXII 

Yet I hardly know. When a soul has seen 

By the means of Evil that Good is best, [serene, — 
And through earth and its noise, what is heaven's 

When its Biith in the same has stood the test — 
Why, the child grown man, you bum the rod. 

The uses of labour are surely done. 
There remaineth a rest for the people of God, 

And I have had troubles enough for one. 

xxin 

But at any rate I have loved the season 

Of Art's spring-birth so dim and dewy. 
My sculptor is Nicolo the Pisan ; 

My painter — who but Cimabue I 
Nor ever was man of them all indeed. 

From these to Ghiberti and Ghirlandajo, 
Could say that he missed my critic-meed. 

So now to my special grievance — ^heigh ho ! 
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XXIV 

Their ghosts now stand, as I said before. 

Watching each fresco flaked and rasped. 
Blocked up, knocked out, or whitewashed o'er 

— ^No getting again what the church has grasped ! 
The worb on the wall must take their chance, 

" Worb never conceded to England's thick clime ! " 
(I hope they prefer their inheritance 

Of a bucketful of Italian quick-lime.) 

XXV 

When they go at length, with such a shaking 

Of heads o'er the old delusions, sadly 
Each master his way through the black streets taking. 

Where many a lost work breathes though badly — 
Why don't they bethink them of who has merited ? 

Why not reveal, while their pictures dree 
Such doom, that a captive's to be out-ferreted ! 

Why do they never remember me ? 
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XXYI 

Not that I expect the great Bigordi 

Nor Sandro to hear me, chivalricy bellicose ; 
Nor wronged Lippino — ^and not a word I 

Say of a scrap of Fra Angelico's. 
But are 70a too fine, Taddeo Gaddi, 

To grant me a taste of your intonaco — 
Some Jerome that seeb the heaven with a sad eye ? 

No churlish saint, Lorenzo Monaco ? 

XXVII 

Could not the ghost with the close red cap. 

My PoUajolo, the twice a craftsman. 
Save me a sample, give me the hap 

Of a muscular Christ that shows the draughtsman ? 
No Virgin by him, the somewhat petty. 

Of finical touch and tempera crumbly — 
Could not Alesso Baldovinetti 

Contribute so much, I ask him humbly ? 
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XXVIII 

Margheritone of Arezzo, 

With the grave-clothes garb and swaddling barrety 
(Why purse up mouth and beak in a pet so, 

You bald, saturnine, poll-clawed parrot ?) 
No poor glimmering Crucifixion, 

Where in the foreground kneels the donor ? 
If such remain, as is my conviction, 

The hoarding does you but little honour, 

XXIX 

They pass : for them the panels may thrill. 

The tempera grow alive and tinglish — 
Rot or are left to the mercies still 

Of dealers and stealers, Jews and the English ! 
Seeing mere money's worth in their prize, 

Who sell it to some one calm as Zeno 
At naked Art, and in ecstacies 

Before some clay-cold, vile Carlino ! 
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zxz 

No matter for these ! But Giotto, you, 

Have you allowed, as the town-tongues babble it. 
Never ! it shall not be counted true — 

That a certain precious little tablet 
Which Buonarroti eyed like a lover, — 

Buried so long in oblivion's womb, 
Was left for another than I to discover, — 

Turns up at last, and to whom ? — to whom I 



I, that have haunted the dim San Spirito, 

(Or was it rather the Ognissanti ?) 
Stood on the altar-steps, patient and weary too ! 

Nay, I shall have it yet, detur amanti I 
My Koh-i-noor — or (if that's a platitude) 

Jewel of Giamschid, the Persian Sofi's eye ! 
So, in anticipative gratitude. 

What if I take up my hope and prophesy I 
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XZZII 

When the hour is ripe, and a certain dotard 

Pitched^ no parcel that needs invoicing. 
To the worse side of the Mont St. Gothard, 

Have, to begin by way of rejoicing, 
None of that shooting the sky (blank cartridge). 

No civic guards, all plumes and lacquer. 
Hunting Radetzky*s soul like a partridge 

Over Morello with squib and cracker. 



We'll shoot this time better game and bag *em hot- 
No display at the stone of Dante, 

But a kind of Witan-agemot 

{** Casa Guidi," quod videas ante) 

To ponder Freedom restored to Florence, 
How Art may return that departed with her. 

Go, hated house, go each trace of the Loraine's ! 
And bring us the days of Orgagna hither. 
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XXXIV 

How we shall prologuise, how we shall perorate. 

Say fit things upon art and history — 
Set truth at blood-heat and the false at a zero rate. 

Make of the want of the age no mystery ! 
Contrast the fructuous and sterile eras. 

Show, monarchy its uncouth cub licks 
Out of the bear's shape to the chimaera's — 

Pure Art's birth being still the republic's ! 

XXXV 

Then one shall propose (in a speech, curt Tuscan, 

Sober, expurgate, spare of an " tssimoy*') 
Ending our half-told tale of Cambuscan, 

Turning the Bell-tower's alt altissimo. 
And fine as the beak of a young beccaccia 

The Campanile, the Duomo's fit ally, 
Soars up in gold its full fifty brace ia. 

Completing Florence, as Florence, Italy. 
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ZZZVI 

^Skall I be alive that morning the scaffold 

Is broken away, and the long-pent fire 
Like the golden hope of the world unbaffled 

Springs from its sleep, and up goes the spire — 
As, " God and the People " plain for its motto. 

Thence the new tricolor flaps at the sky ? 
Foreseeing the day that vindicates Giotto 

And Florence together, the first am I ! 
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IN A BALCONY 
FIRST PART 

CONSTANCE and NORBBRT 
NORBERT 

CONSTANCE 

Not now. 

NORBERT 

Give me them again, those hands — 
Put them upon my forehead^ how it throbs 1 
Press them before my eyes^ the fire comes through. 
You cruellest^ you dearest in the world, 

VOL, II. B 
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Let me ! the Queen must grant whate'er I ask — 
How can I gain you and not ask the Queen ? 
There she stays waiting for me, here stand you. 
Some time or other this was to be asked. 
Now is the one time — what I ask, I gain — 
Let me ask now. Love ! 

CONSTANCB 

Do, and ruin us. 

NORBERT 

Let it be now. Love 1 All my soul breaks forth. 
How I do love you ! give my love its way ! 
A man can have but one life and one death, 
One heaveta, one hell. Let me fulfil my fktt — 
Grant me my heaven now. Let me know you 

mine, 
Prove you mine, write my name upon your brow. 
Hold you and have you, and then die away 
If God please, with completion in my soul. 
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CONSTANCE 

I am not yours then ? how content this man ? 

I am not his, who change into himself^ 

Have passed into his heart and beat its beats. 

Who give my hands to him, my eyes, my hair, 

Give all that was of me away to him 

So well, that now, my spirit turned his own. 

Takes part with him against the woman here, 

Bids him not stumble at so mere a straw 

As caring that the world be cognisant 

How he loves her and how she worships him. 

« 
You have this woman, not as yet that world. 

Go on, I bid, nor stop to care for me 

By saving what I cease to care about, 

The courtly name and pride of circumstance— 

The name you'll pick up and be cumbered vnth 

Just for the poor parade's sake, nothing more ; 

Just that the world may slip from under you — 

Just that the world may cry " So much for him — 
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The man predestined to the heap of crowns ! 
There goes his chance of winning one^ at least." 

NORBERT 

The world ! 

CONSTANCE 

You love it. Love me quite as well. 
And see if I shall pray for this in vain ! 
Why must you ponder what it knows or thinks ? 

NORBERT 

You pray for — ^what, in vain ? 

CONSTANCE 

Oh my heart's heart. 
How I do love you, Norbert ! — that is right ! 
But listen, or I take my hands away. 
You say, " let it be now " — ^you would go now 
And tell the Queen, perhaps six steps from us, 
You love me — so you do, thank God ! 
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NORBBRT 

Thank God ! 

CONSTANCE 

Yes, Norbcrt, — but you fiiin would tell your love, 

Andy what succeeds the telling, ask of her 

My hand. Now take this rose and look at it, 

Listening to me. You are the minister, 

The Queen's first ^ivourite, nor without a cause. 

To-night completes your wonderful yearVwork 

(This palace-feast is held to celebrate) 

Made memorable by her life's success. 

That junction of two crowns on her sole head 

Her house had only dreamed of anciently. 

That this mere dream is grown a stable truth 

To-night's feast makes authentic. Whose the praise I 

Whose genius, patience, energy, achieved 

What turned the many heads and broke the hearts ? 

You arc the fate — ^your minute's in the heaven. 

Next comes the Queen's turn. Name your own reward ! 
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With leave to clench the past, chain the to-come. 

Put out an ann and touch and take the sun 

And fix it ever fuU-^ced on your earth, 

Possess yourself supremely of her life. 

You choose the single thing she will not grant — 

The very declaration of which choice 

Will turn the scale and neutralise your work. 

At best she will forgive you, if she can. 

You think I'll let you choose — ^her cousin's hand ? 

NORBBRT 

Wait. First, do you retain your old belief 
The Queen is generous, — ^nay, is just ? 

CONSTANCE 

There, there ! 
So men make women love them, while they know 
No more of women's hearts than . . . look you here. 
You that are just and generous beside. 
Make it your own case. For example now. 
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rU say — I let you kiss me and hold my hands — 

Why ? do you know why ? TU instruct you, then — 

The kiss, because you have a name at court, 

This hand and this, that you may shut in each 

A jewel, if you please to pick up such. 

That's horrible ! Apply it to the Queen — 

Suppose, I am the Queen to whom you speak. 

** I was a nameless man : you needed me : 

Why did I proffer you my aid ? there stood 

A certain pretty Cousin at your side. 

Why did I make such common cause with you I 

Access to her had not been easy else. 

You give my labours here abundant praise : 

'Faith, labour, while she overlooked, grew play. 

How shall your gratitude discharge itself ? 

Give me her hand ! " 



NORBERT 



And still I urge the same. 
Is the Queen just ? just — ^generous or no ! 
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CONSTANCB 

Yes, just. You love a rose — no harm in that — 

But was it for the rose's sake or mine 

You put it in your bosom ? mine, you said — 

Then mine you still must say or else be false. 

You told the Queen you served her for herself : 

If soy to serve her was to serve yourself 

She thinks, for all your unbelieving £ice ! 

I know her. In the hall, six steps from us. 

One sees the twenty pictures — there's a life 

Better than life — and yet no lifo at all ; 

Conceive her bom in such a magic dome, 

Pictures all round her. ! why, she sees the world. 

Can recognise its given things and facts. 

The fight of giants or the feast of gods. 

Sages in senate, beauties at the bath, 

Chaces and battles, the whole earth's display. 

Landscape and sea-piece, down to flowers and fruit- 

And who shall question that she knows them all 
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In better semblance than the things outside I 

Yet bring into the silent gallery 

Some live thing to contrast in breath and blood. 

Some lion^ with the painted lion there — 

You think she'll understand composedly? 

— Say, " that's his fellow in the hunting-piece 

Yonder, IVe turned to praise a hundred times } " 

Not so. Her knowledge of our actual earth. 

Its hopes and fears, concerns and sympathies, 

Must be too far, too mediate, too unreal. 

The real exists for us outside, not her — 

How should it, with that life in these four walls, 

That ^ther and that mother, first to last 

No Either and no mother — friends, a heap, 

Lovers, no lack — a husband in due time. 

And every one of them alike a lie ! 

Things painted by a Rubens out of nought 

Into what kindness, friendship, love should be ; 

All better, all more grandiose than life. 

Only no life ; mere cloth and surface-paint 
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You feel while yon admire. How should she feel ? 

And now that she has stood thus fifty years 

The sole spectator in that gallery. 

You think to bring this warm real struggling love 

In to her of a sudden, and suppose 

She*ll keep her state untroubled I Here's the truth — 

She'll apprehend its value at a glance. 

Prefer it to the pictured loyalty ! 

You only have to say ** so men are made. 

For this they act, the thing has many names 

But this the right one — and now. Queen, be just ! " 

And life slips back — ^you lose her at the word — 

You do not even for amends gain me. 

He will not understand ! oh, Norbert, Norbert, 

Do you not understand I 

NORBERT 

The Queen's the Queen, 
I am myself— no picture, but alive 
In every nerve and every muscle, here 
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At the palace-window or in the people's street, 
As she in the gallery where the pictures glow. 
The good of life is precious to us both. 
She cannot love — ^what do I want with rule I 
When first I saw your face a year ago 
I knew my life's good — my soul heard one voice 
" The woman yonder, there's no use of life 
But just to obtain her ! heap earth's woes in one 
And bear them — ^make a pile of all earth's joys 
And spurn them, as they help or help not here ; 
Only, obtain her ! " — How was it to be ? 
I found she was the cousin of the Queen ; 
I must then serve the Queen to get to her — 
No other way. Suppose there had been one. 
And I by saying prayers to some white star 
With promise of my body and my soul 
Might gain you, — should I pray the star or no ? 
Instead, there was the Queen to serve ! I served. 
And did what other servants failed to do. 
Neither she sought nor I declared my end. 
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Her good is hers, my recompense be mine. 
And let me name you as that recompense. - 
She dreamed that such a thing could never be ? 
Let her wake now. She thinks there was some 

cause — 
The love of power, of fame, pure loyalty ? 
— Perhaps she fancies men wear out their lives 
Chasing such shades. Then I've a fancy too. 
I worked because I want you with my soul — 
I therefore ask your hand. Let it be now. 

CONSTANCE 

Had I not loved you from the very first. 
Were I not yours, could we not steal out thus 
So wickedly, so wildly, and so well, 
You might be thus impatient. What's conceived 
Of us without here, by the folks within ? 
Where arc you now ? immersed in cares of state- 
Where am I now ?— intent on festal robes — 
We two, embracing under death's spread hand ! 
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What was this thought for, what this scruple of 

yours 
Which broke the council up, to bring about 
One minute's meeting in the corridor ? 
And then the sudden sleights, long secresies. 
The plots inscrutable, deep telegraphs. 
Long-planned chance-meetings, hazards of a look, 
" Does she know ? does she not know ? saved or lost ? " 
A year of this compression's ecstasy 
All goes for nothing ? you would give this up 
For the old way, the open way, the world's. 
His way who beats, and his who sells his wife } 
What tempts you ? their notorious happiness. 
That you're ashamed of ours ? The best youll get 
Will be, the Queen grants all that you require. 
Concedes the cousin, and gets rid of you 
And her at once, and gives us ample leave 
To live as our Bve hundred happy friends. 
The world will show us with officious hand 
Our chamber-entry and stand sentinel. 
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When we so oft have stolen across her traps ! 
Get the world's warranty ring the falcon's foot. 
And make it duty to be bold and swift. 
When long ago 'twas nature. Have it so ! 
He never hawked hy rights till flung from fist I 
Ohy the man's thought ! — ^no woman's such a fool. 

NORBERT 

Yesy the man's thought and my thought, which is 

more- — 
One made to love you, let the world take note. 
Have I done worthy work ? be love's the praise. 
Though hampered by restrictions, barred against 
By set forms, blinded by forced secresies. 
Set free my love, and see what love will do 
Shown in my life — ^what work will spring from that ! 
The world is used to have its business done 
On other grounds, find great effects produced 
For power's sake, fame's sake, motives you have 

named. 
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So good. But let my low ground shame their high. 
Truth is the strong thing. Let man's life be true ! 
And love's the truth of mine. Time prove the rest ! 
I choose to have you stamped all over me. 
Your name upon my forehead and my breast^ 
YoUy from the sword's blade to the ribbon's edge^ 
That men may see, all over, you in me-^ 
That pale loves may die out of their pretence 
In hcc of mine, shames thrown on love fall off-^ 
Permit this, Constance ! Love has been so long 
Subdued in me, eating me through and throngh. 
That now it's all of me and must have way. 
Think of my work, that chaos of intrigues^ 
Those hopes and fears, surprises and delays. 
That long endeavour, earnest, patient, slow. 
Trembling at last to its assured result — 
Then think of this revulsion. I resume 
Life, after death, (it is no less than life 
After such long unlovely labouring days) 
And liberate to beauty life's great need 
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Of the beautiful, which, while it prompted work, 

Supprest itself erewhile. This eve's the time — 

This eve intense with yon first trembling star 

We seem to pant and reach ; scarce aught between 

The earth that rises and the heaven that bends — 

All nature self-abandoned — every tree 

Flung as it will, pursuing its own thoughts 

And fixed so, every flower and every weed. 

No pride, no shame, no victory, no defeat : 

All under God, each measured by itself! 

These statues round us, each abrupt, distinct. 

The strong in strength, the weak in weakness fixed. 

The Muse for ever wedded to her lyre. 

The Nymph to her £iwn, the Silence to her rose. 

And God's approval on his universe I 

Let us do so— aspire to live as these 

In harmony with truth, ourselves being true. 

Take the first way, and let the second come. 

My first is to possess myself of you ; 

The music sets the march-step— forward then ! 
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And there's the Queen, I go to claim you of. 
The world to witness, wonder and applaud. 
Our flower of life breab open. No delay ! 

CONSTANCX 

And SO shall we be ruined, both of us. 
Norbert, I know her to the skin and bone — 
You do not know her, were not born to it. 
To feel what she can see or cannot see. 
LfOve, she is generous, — ay, despite your smile. 
Generous as you are. For, in that thin frame 
Pain-twisted, punctured through and through with 

cares. 
There lived a lavish soul until it starved 
Debarred all healthy food. Look to the soul — 
Pity that, stoop to that, ere you begin 
(The true man's way) on justice and your rights, 
Exactions and acquittance of the past. 
Begin so— see what justice she will deal ! 
We women hate a debt as men a gift. 

VOL. II, ' 
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Suppose her some poor keeper of a school 
Whose business is to sit thro' summer-months 
And dole out children's leave to go and play. 
Herself superior to such lightness — she 
In the arm-chair's state and pedagogic pomp. 
To the life, the laughter, sun and youth outside- 
We wonder such an one looks black on us ? 
I do not bid you wake her tenderness, 
— ^That were vain truly — none is left to wake — 
But, let her think her justice is engaged 
To take the shape of tenderness, and mark 
If she'll not coldly do its warmest deed ! 
Does she love me, I ask you ? not a whit. 
Yet, thinking that her justice was engaged 
To help a kinswoman, she took me up — 
Did more on that bare ground than other loves 
Would do on greater argument. For me, 
I have no equivalent of that cold kind 
To pay her with ; my love alone to give 
If I give anything. I give her love. 
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I feel I ought to help her^ and I will. 
So for her sake, as yours, I tell you twice 
That women hate a debt as men a gift. 
If I were you, I could obtain this grace — 
Would lay the whole I did to love*s account. 
Nor yet be very false as courtiers go — 
Declare that my success was recompense ; 
It would be so, in &ct : what were it else ? 
And then, once loosed her generosity 
As you will mark it — ^then, — were I but you 
To turn it, let it seem to move itself. 
And make it give the thing I really take. 
Accepting so, in the poor cousin's hand. 
All value as the next thing to the queen — 
Since none loves her directly, none dares that ! 
A shadow of a thing, a name's mere echo 
Suffices those who miss the name and thing ; 
You pick up just a ribbon she has worn 
To keep in proof how near her breath you came. 
Say Fm so near I seem a piece of her — 
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Ask for me that way — (oh, you understand) 

And find the same gift yielded with a grace. 

Which if you make the least shew to extort 

— You'll sec ! and when you have ruined both of us, 

Dissertate on the Queen's ingratitude ! 

NORBBRT 

Then, if I turn it that way, you consent ? 
*Tis not my way ; I have more hope in truth. 
Still if you won't have truth — why, this indeed 
Is scarcely false, I'll so express the sense. 
Will you remain here ? 

CONSTANCE 

O best heart of mine. 
How I have loved you ! then, you take my way ? 
Are mine as you have been her minister. 
Work out my thought, give it effect for me. 
Paint plain my poor conceit and make it serve ? 
I owe that withered woman everything— 
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Life, fortune, you, remember ! Take my part — 
Help me to pay her ! Stand upon your rights ? 
You, with my rose, my hands, my heart on you ? 
Your rights are mine — ^you have no rights but mine. 

NORBBRT 

Remain here. How you know me ! 

CONSTANCE 

Ah, but still 

[He breaks from her : she remains* Dance- 
music from within. 



Digitized 



by Google 



SECOND PART 
Enter the Queen 

QUEEN 

Constance ! — She is here as he said. Speak ! quick ! 
Is it so ? is it true — or false ? One word ! 

CONSTANCE 

True. 

QUEEN 

Mercifullest Mother, thanks to thee ! 

CONSTANCE 

Madam ! 

QUEEN 

I love youy Constance, from my soul. 
70 
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Now say once more, with any words you will, 
*Ti8 true — all true — ^as true as that I speak. 

CONSTANCE 

Why should you doubt it ? 

QUEEN 

Ah, why doubt ? why doubt ? 
Dear, make me see it. Do you see it so ? 
None see themselves — ^another sees them best. 
You say **why doubt it ? " — ^you sec him and me. 
It is because the Mother has such grace 
That if we had but faith — ^wherein we fail — 
Whate'er we yearn for would be granted us ; 
Howbeit we let our whims prescribe despair, 
Our very fancies thwart and cramp our will. 
And so accepting life, abjure ourselves ! 
Constance, I had abjured the hope of love 
And of being loved, as truly as yon palm 
The hope of seeing Egypt from that turf. 
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CONSTANCE 

Heaven ! 

QUEEN 

But it was SO9 Constance, it was so. 
Men say — or do men say it ? fancies say — 
" Stop here, your life is set, you arc grown old. 
Too late — no love for you, too late for love — 
Leave love to girls. Be queen — let Q>nstance love ! ' 
One takes the hint — ^half meets it like a child. 
Ashamed at any feelings that oppose. 
" Oh, love, true, never think of love again ! 
I am a queen — I rule, not love, indeed." 
So it goes on ; so a face grows like this. 
Hair like this hair, poor arms as lean as these. 
Till, — ^nay, it does not end so, I thank God ! 

CONSTANCE 

I cannot understand 
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QUEEN 

The happier you ! 
Constance, I know not how it is with men. 
For women, (I am a woman now like you) 
There is no good of life but love — but love ! 
What else loob good, is some shade flung firom 

love — 
Love gilds it, gives it worth. Be warned by me. 
Never you cheat yourself one instant. Love, 
Give love, ask only love, and leave the rest ! 

Constance, how I love you ! 

CONSTANCE 

I love you. 

QUEEN 

1 do believe that all is come through you. 
I took you to my heart to keep it warm 

When the last chance of love seemed dead in me ; 
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I thought your fresh youth warmed my withered 

heart. 
Ohy I am very old now, am I not ? 
Not so ! it is true and it shall be true ! 

CONSTANCE 

Tell it me ! let me judge if true or false. 

QUEEN 

Ahy but I fear you — ^you will look at me 
And say ** she's old, she's grown unlovely quite 
Who ne'er was beauteous ! men want beauty still." 
Well, so I feared — ^the curse ! so I felt sure. 

CONSTANCE 

Be calm. And now you feel not sure, you say I 

QUEEN 

G>nstance, he came, the coming was not strange — 
Do not I stand and see men come and go I 
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I turned a half-look from my pedestal 
Where I grow marble — " one young man the more ! 
He will love some one, — ^that is nought to me — 
What would he with my marble stateliness ? " 
Yet this seemed somewhat worse than heretofore ; 
The man more gracious, youthful, like a god. 
And I still older, with less flesh to change — 
We two those dear extremes that long to touch. 
It seemed still harder when he first began 
Absorbed to labour at the state-affairs 
The old way for the old end, interest. 
Oh, to live with a thousand beating hearts 
Around you, swift eyes, serviceable hands. 
Professing they've no care but for your cause. 
Thought but to help you, love but for yourself. 
And you the marble statue all the time 
They praise and point at as preferred to life, 
Yet leave for the first breathing woman's cheek, 
First dancer's, gypsy's, or street baladine's ! 
Why, how I have ground my teeth to hear men's speech 



Digitized 



by Google 



76 MEN AND WOMEN 

Stifled for fear it should alarm my ear^ 

Their gait subdued lest step should startle me. 

Their eyes declined, such queendom to respect. 

Their hands alert, such treasure to preserve. 

While not a man of these broke rank and spoke, 

Or wrote me a vulgar letter all of love. 

Or caught my hand and pressed it like a hand. 

There have been moments, if the sentinel 

Lowering his halbert to salute the queen. 

Had flung it brutally and clasped my knees, 

I would have stooped and kissed him with my soul. 

CONSTANCE 

Who could have comprehended ! 

QUEEN 

Ay, who— who ? 
Why, no one, Constance, but this one who did. 
Not they, not you, not I. Even now perhaps 
It comes too late — would you but tell the truth. 
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CONSTANCB 

I wait to tell it. 

QUEEN 

Well, yon see, he came, 
Outfaced the others, did a work this year 
Exceeds in value all was ever done 
You know — it is not I who say it — all 
Say it. And so (a second pang and worse) 
I grew aware not only of what he did. 
But why so wondrously. Oh, never work 
Like his was done for work's ignoble sake — 
It must have finer aims to spur it on ! 
I felt, I saw he loved — loved somebody. 
And Constance, my dear Constance, do you know, 
I did believe this while 'twas you he loved. 

CONSTANCE 

Me, madam ? 
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QUEEN 

It did seem to me your fiice 
Met him where'er he looked : and whom but you 
Was such a man to love ? it seemed to me 
You saw he loved you, and approved the love. 
And that you both were in intelligence. 
You could not loiter in the garden, step 
Into this balcony, but I straight was stung 
And forced to understand. It seemed so true. 
So right, so beautiful, so like you both 
That all this work should have been done by him 
Not for the vulgar hope of recompense. 
But that at last — suppose some night like this — 
Borne on to claim his due reward of me 
He might say, " Give her hand and pay me so.** 
And I (O Constance, you shall love me now) 
I thought, surmounting all the bitterness, 
— " And he shall have it. I will make her blest, 
My flower of youth, my woman's self that was, 
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My happiest woman's self that might have been ! 
These two shall have their joy and leave me here.** 
Yes — ^yes — 

CONSTANCE 

Thanks ! 

QUEEN 

And the word was on my lips 
When he burst in upon me. I looked to hear 
A mere calm statement of his just desire 
In payment of his labour. When, O Heaven, 
How can I tell you ? cloud was on my eyes 
And thunder in my ears at that first word 
Which told *twas love of me, of me, did all — 
He loved me — from the first step to the last, 
Loved me ! 

CONSTANCE 

You did not hear . . . you thought bespoke 
Of love ? what if you should mistake ? 
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QUEEN 

No, no— ^ 
No mistake ! Ha, there shall be no mistake ! 
He had not dared to hint the love he felt — 
You were my reflex — how I understood ! 
He said you were the ribbon I had worn, 
He kissed my hand, he looked into my eyes. 
And love, love was the end of every phrase. 
Love is begun — this much is come to pass, 
The rest is easy. Constance, I am yours — 
I will learn, I will place my life on you, 
But teach me how to keep what I have won. 
Am I so old I this hair was early grey ; 
But joy ere now has brought hair brown again, 
And joy will bring the cheek's red back, I feel. 
I could sing once too ; that was in my youth. 
Still, when men paint me, they declare me . . . yes, 
Beautiful — ^for the last French painter did ! 
I know they flatter somewhat ; you are frank — 
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I trust you. How I loved you from the first ! 

Some queens would hardly seek a cousin out 

And set her by their side to take the eye : 

I must have felt that good would come from you. 

I am not generous — ^like him — like you ! 

But he is not your lover after all — 

It was not you he looked at. Saw you him ? 

You have not been mistaking words or looks ? 

He said you were the reflex of myself — 

And yet he is not such a paragon 

To you, to younger women who may choose 

Among a thousand Norberts. Speak the truth ! 

You know you never named his name to me— 

You know, I cannot give him up — ah God, 

Not up now, even to you ! 

CONSTANCE 

Then calm yourself. 

QUEEN 

See, I am old — look here, you happy girl, 
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I will not play the fool, deceive myself ; 
'Tis all gone — ^put your cheek beside my cheek — 
Ahy what a contrast does the moon behold ! 
But then I set my life upon one chance. 
The last chance and the best — am /not left, 
My soul, myself? All women love great men 
If young or old — it is in all the tales — 
Young beauties love old poets who can love — 
Why should not he the poems in my soul, 
The love, the passionate faith, the sacrifice. 
The constancy ? I throw them at his feet. 
Who cares to see the fountain's very shape 
And whether it be a Triton's or a Nymph's 
That pours the foam, makes rainbows all around ? 
You could not praise indeed the empty conch ; 
But I'll pour floods of love and hide myself. 
How I will love him ! cannot men love love ? 
Who was a queen and loved a poet once 
Humpbacked, a dwarf? ah, women can do that 
Well^ but men too ! at least, they tell you so. 
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They love so many women in their youth. 
And even in age they all love whom they please ; 
And yet the best of them confide to friends 
That 'tis not beauty makes the lasting love — 
They spend a day with such and tire the next ; 
•They like soul, — ^well then, they like phantasy, 
Novelty even. Let us confess the truth 
Horrible though it be — that prejudice, 
Prescription . . . C.urses ! they will love a queen. 
They will — they do. And will not, does not — he ? 

CONSTANCE 

How can he ? You are wedded — 'tis a name 
We know, but still a bond. Your rank remains, 
His rank remains. How can he, nobly souled 
As you believe and I incline to think, 
Aspire to be your favourite, shame and all I 

QUEEN 

Hear her ! there, there now— could she love like me ? 



Digitized 



by Google 



84 MEN AND WOMEN 

What did I say of smooth-cheeked youth and grace ? 

See all it does or could do ! so, youth loves ! 

Oh, tell him, Constance, you could never do 

What I will — ^you, it was not born in ! I 

Will drive these difficulties far and fast 

As yonder mists curdling before the moon. 

I'll use my light too, gloriously retrieve 

My youth from its enforced calamity, 

Dissolve that hateful marriage, and be his, 

His own in the eyes alike of God and man. 

CONSTANCE 

You will do — dare do — Pause on what you say ! 

QUEEN 

Hear her ! I thank you, Sweet, for that surprise 
You have the fair face : for the soul, see mine ! 
I have the strong soul : let me teach you, here 
I think I have borne enough and long enough 
Atid patiently enough, the world remarks. 



Digitized 



by Google 



IN A BALCONY 85 

To have my own way now, unblamed by all. 
It does so happen, I rejoice for it, 
This most unhoped-for issue cuts the knot. 
There's not a better way of settling claims 
Than this ; God sends the accident express ; 
And were it for my subjects* good, no more, 
'Twere best thus ordered. I am thankful now, 
Mute, passive, acquiescent* I receive. 
And bless God simply, or should almost fear 
To walk so smoothly to my ends at last. 
Why, how I baffle obstacles, spurn £ite ! 
How strong I am ! could Norbert see me now ! 

CONSTANCE 

Let me consider. It is all too strange. 

QUEEN 

You, Constance, learn of me ; do you, like me. 
You are young, beautiful : my own, best girl, 
You will have many lovers, and love one — 
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Light hair, not hair like Norbert% to suit yours. 
And taller than he is, for you are tall. 
Love him like me ! give all away to him ; 
Think never of yourself ; throw by your pride, 
Hope, fear, — ^your own good as you saw it once. 
And love him simply for his very self. 
Remember, I (and what am I to you ?) 
Would give up all for one, leave throne, lose life, 
Do all but just unlove him ! he loves me. 

CONSTANCE 

He shall. 

QUEEN 

You, Step inside my inmost heart. 
Give me your own heart — let us have one heart — 
I'll come to you for counsel; " This he says. 
This he does, what should this amount to, pray ? 
Beseech you, change it into current coin. 
Is that worth kisses ? shall I please him there ! " 
And then we'll speak in turn of you — ^what else ? 



Digitized 



by Google 



IN A BALCONY 87 

Your love (according to your beauty's worth) 
For you shall have some noble love, all gold — 
Whom choose you i we will get him at your choice* 
— Constance, I leave you. Just a minute since 
I felt as I must die or be alone 
Breathing my soul into an ear like yours. 
Now, I would face the world with my new life, 
With my new crown. Fll walk around the rooms. 
And then come back and tell you how it feels. 
How soon a smile of God can change the world ! 
How we are all made for happiness — how work 
Grows play, adversity a winning fight ! 
True, I have lost so many years. What then I 
Many remain — God has been very good. 
You, stay here. 'Tis as different from dreams, — 
From the mind's cold calm estimate of bliss. 
As these stone statues from the flesh and blood. 
The comfort thou hast caused mankind, God's moon! 

[SSe goes out. Dance-music from within. 
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PART THIRD 

NoRBERT enters, 

NORBERT 

Well ! we have but one minute and one word 

CONSTANCE 

I am yours, Norbert ! 

NORBERT 

Yes, mine. 

CONSTANCE 

Not till now ! 
You were mine. Now I give myself to you. 

NORBERT 

Constancy ! 
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CONSTANCE 

Your own 1 I know the thriftier way 
Of giving — ^haply, 'tis the wiser way. 
Meaning to give a treasure, I might dole 
Coin after coin out (each, as that were all. 
With a new largess still at each despair) 
And force you keep in sight the deed, reserve 
Exhaustless till the end my part and yours. 
My giving and your taking, both our joys 
Dying together. Is it the wiser way ? 
I choose the simpler ; I give all at once. 
Know what you have to trust to, trade upon. 
Use it, abuse it, — anything but say 
Hereafter, ** Had I known she loved me so. 
And what my means, I might have thriven with it.'' 
This is your means. I give you all myself. 

NORBERT 

I take you and thank God. 
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CONSTANCE 

Look on through years ! 
We cannot kiss a second day like this, 
Else were this earth, no earth. 

NORBBRT 

With this day's heat 
We shall go on through years of cold. 

CONSTANCE 

So best. 
I try to see those years — 1 think I see. 
You walk quick and new warmth comes ; you look 

back 
And lay all to the first glow — not sit down 
For ever brooding on a day like this 
While seeing the embers whiten and love die. 
Yes, love lives best in its cfFect ; and mine, 
Full in its own life, yearns to live in yours. 
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NORBBRT 

Just SO. I take and know 70a all at once. 

Your soul is disengaged so easily. 

Your hcc is there, I know you ; give me time. 

Let me be proud and think you shall know me. 

My soul is slower : in a life I roll 

The minute out in which you condense yours — 

The whole slow circle round you I must move, 

To be just you. I look to a long life 

To decompose this minute, prove its worth. 

'Tis the sparb' long succession one by one 

Shall show you in the end what fire was crammed 

In that mere stone you struck : you could not know. 

If it lay ever unproved in your sight. 

As now my heart lies ? your own warmth would hide 

Its coldness, were it cold. 

CONSTANCE 

But how prove, how i 
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NORBERT 

Prove in my life, you ask I 

CONSTANCE 

Quick, Norbert — ^how ? 

NORBERT 

That's easy told. I count life just a stuff 
To try the soul's strength on, educe the man. 
Who keeps one end in view makes all things serve. 
As with the body — he who hurls a lance 
Or heaps up stone on stone, shews strength alike, 
So I will seize and use all means to prove 
And shew this soul of mine you crown as yours. 
And justify us both. 

CONSTANCE 

Could you write books. 
Paint pictures ! one sits down in poverty 
And writes or paints, with pity for the rich. 
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NORBERT 

And loves one's painting and one's writing too. 

And not one's mistress ! All is best, believe, 

And we best as no other than we are. 

We live, and they experiment on life, 

Those poets, painters, all who stand aloof 

To overlook the farther. Let us be 

The thing they look at ! I might take that face 

And write of it and paint it — to what end ? 

For whom ? what pale dictatress in the air 

Feeds, smiling sadly, her fine ghost-like form 

With earth's real blood and breath, the beauteous life 

She makes despised for ever ? You are mine. 

Made for me, not for others in the world. 

Nor yet for that which I should call my art. 

That cold calm power to see how fair you look. 

I come to you — I leave you not, to write 

Or paint You are, I am. Let Rubens there 

Paint us. 
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CONSTANCE 

So best ! 

NORBERT 

I understand your soul. 
You live, and rightly sympathise with life. 
With action^ power, success : this way is straight. 
And days were short beside, to let me change 
The craft my childhood learnt ; my craft shall 

serve. 
Men set me here to subjugate, enclose. 
Manure their barren lives and force the fruit 
First for themselves, and afterward for me 
In the due tithe ; the task of some one man. 
By ways of work appointed by themselves. 
I am not bid create, they see no star 
Transfiguring my brow to warrant that — 
But bind in one and carry out their wills. 
So I began : to-night sees how I end. 
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What if it see, too, my first outbreak here 
Amid the warmth, surprise and sympathy, 
The instincts of the heart that teach the head ? 
What if the people have discerned in me 
The dawn of the next nature, the new man 
Whose will they venture in the place of theirs. 
And whom they trust to find them out new ways 
To the new heights which yet he only sees ? 
I felt it when you kissed me. See this Queen, 
This people — in our phrase, this mass of men — 
See how the mass lies passive to my hand 
And how my hand is plastic, and you by 
To make the muscles iron ! Oh, an end 
Shall crown this issue as this crowns the first. 
My will be on this people ! then, the strain. 
The grappling of the potter with his clay, 
The long uncertain struggle, — the success 
In that uprising of the spirit-work, 
The vase shaped to the curl of the god's lip, 
While rounded fair for lower men to see 
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The Graces in a dance they recognise 

With turbulent applause and laughs of heart ! 

So triumph ever shall renew itself ; 

Ever to end in efforts higher yet, 

Ever begun 

CONSTANCE 

I ever helping ? 

NORBERT 

Thus! 
[Js he embraces her^ enter the Queen. 

CONSTANCE 

Hist, madam — so I have performed my part. 
You see your gratitude's true decency, 
Norbert ? a little slow in seeing it ! 
Begun to end the sooner. What's a kiss \ 

NORBERT 

Constance ! 
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CONSTANCE 

Why, must I teach it you again ? 
You want a witness to your dullness, sir ? 
What was I saying these ten minutes long ? 
Then I repeat — when some young handsome man 
Like you has acted out a part like yours. 
Is pleased to fall in love with one beyond. 
So very fiir beyond him, as he says — 
So hopelessly in love, that but to speak 
Would prove him mad, he thinb judiciously, 
And makes some insignificant good soul 
Like me, his friend, adviser, confidant 
And very stalking-horse to cover him 
In following after what he dares not face — 
When his end's gained — (sir, do you understand ?) 
When she, he dares not £ice, has loved him first, 
— May I not say so, madam ? — tops his hope. 
And overpasses so his wildest dream, 
With glad consent of all, and most of her 
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The confidant who brought the same about — 
Why, in the moment when such joy explodes, 
I do say that the merest gentleman 
Will not start rudely from the stalking-horse. 
Dismiss it with a "There, enough of you !" 
Forget it, show his back unmannerly ; 
But like a liberal heart will rather turn 
And say, " A tingling time of hope was ours — 
Betwixt the fears and feulterings — we two lived 
A chanceful time in waiting for the prize. 
The confidant, the Constance, served not ill ; 
And though I shall forget her in due time, 
Her use being answered now, as reason bids, 
Nay as herself bids from her heart of hearts, 
Still, she has rights, the first thanb go to her. 
The first good praise goes to the prosperous tool. 
And the first — which is the last — thankful kiss." 

NORBERT 

— Constance ? it is a dream — ah see, you smile ! 
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CONSTANCE 

So now, his part being properly performed. 

Madam, I turn to you and finish mine 

As duly — I do justice in my turn. 

Yes, madam, he has loved you — ^long and well — 

He could not hope to tell you so — ^'twas I 

Who served to prove your soul accessible. 

I led his thoughts on, drew them to their place. 

When oft they had wandered out into despair. 

And kept love constant toward its natural aim. 

Enough — my part is played ; you stoop half-way 

And meet us royally and spare our fears — 

'Tis like yourself— he thanb you, so do I. 

Take him — ^with my full heart ! my work is praised 

By what comes of it. Be you happy, both ! 

Yourself— the only one on earth who can — 

Do all for him, much more than a mere heart 

Which though warm is not useful in its warmth 

As the silk vesture of a queen ! fold that 
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Around him gently, tenderly. For him — 
For him, — he knows his own part 

NORBBRT 

Have you done ? 
I take the jest at last. Should I speak now I 
Was yours the wager, Constance, foolish child, 
Or did you but accept it ? Well — ^at least. 
You lose by it. 

CONSTANCE 

Now madam, 'tis your turn. 
Restrain him still from speech a little more 
And make him happier and more confident ! 
Pity him, madam, he is timid yet. 
Mark, Norbert ! do not shrink now ! Here I yield 
My whole right in you to the Queen, observe ! 
With her go put in practice the great schemes 
You teem with, follow the career else closed — 
Be all you cannot be except by her ! 
Behold her. — Madam, say for pity's sake 
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Anything — frankly say you love him. Else 
He'll not believe it : there's more earnest in 
His fear than you conceive — I know the man. 

NORBBRT 

I know the woman somewhat, and confess 
I thought she had jested better — she begins 
To overcharge her part. I gravely wait 
Your pleasure, madam : where is my reward ? 

QUEEN 

Norbert, this wild girl (whom I recognise 

Scarce more than you do, in her fancy-fit. 

Eccentric speech and variable mirth. 

Not very wise perhaps and somewhat bold. 

Yet suitable, the whole night's work being strange) 

— May still be right : I may do well to speak 

And make authentic what appears a dream 

To even myself. For, what she says, is true — 

Yes, Norbert — ^what you spoke but now of love. 
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Devotion, stirred no novel sense in me, 

But justified a warmth felt long before. 

Yes, from the first — I loved you, I shall say, — 

Strange ! but I do grow stronger, now 'tis said. 

Your courage helps mine : you did well to speak 

To-night, the night that crowns your twelvemonths* 

toil — 
But still I had not waited to discern 
Your heart so long, believe me ! From the first 
The source of so much zeal was almost plain. 
In absence even of your own words just now 
Which opened out the truth. TTis very strange. 
But takes a happy ending — in your love 
Which mine meets : be it so^as you choose me. 
So I choose you. 

NORBERT 

And worthily you choose ! 
I will not be unworthy your esteem. 
No, madam. I do love you ; I will meet 
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Your nature, now I know it ; this was well, 
I see, — you dare and you are justified : 
But none had ventured such experiment, 
Less versed than you in nobleness of heart. 
Less confident of finding it in me. 
I like that thus you test me ere you grant 
The dearest, richest, beauteousest and best 
Of women to my arms ! 'tis like yourself! 
So— back again into my part's set words — 
Devotion to the uttermost is yours, 
But no, you cannot, madam, even you. 
Create in me the love our Constance does. 
Or — something truer to the tragic phrase — 
Not yon magnolia-bell superb with scent 
Invites a certain insect — that's myself — 
But the small eye-flower nearer to the ground : 
I take this lady ! 

CONSTANCE 

Stay — not her's, the trap — 
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Stay, Norbert — that mistake were worst of all. 
(He is too cunning, madam !) it was I, 
I, Norbert, who . . . 

NORBERT 

You, was it, Constance ? Then, 
But for the grace of this divinest hour 
Which gives me you, I should not pardon here. 
I am the Queen's : she only knows my brain — 
She may experiment therefore on my heart 
And I instruct her too by the result ; 
But you, sweet, you who know me, who so long 
Have told my heart-beats over, held my life 
In those white hands of yours, — it is not well ! 

CONSTANCE 

Tush ! I have said it, did I not say it all ? 
The life, for her — the heart-beats, for her sake ! 

NORBERT 

Enough ! my cheek grows red, I think. Your test ! 
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There's not the meanest woman in the worlds 
Not she I least could love in all the world. 
Whom, did she love me, did love prove itself, 
I dared insult as you insult me now. 
Constance, I could say, if it must be said, 
" Take back the soul you offer — I keep mine ** 
But — "Take the soul still quivering on your 

hand. 
The soul so offered, which I cannot use, 
And, please you, give it to some friend of mine, 
For — ^what*s the trifle he requites me with I " 
I, tempt a woman, to amuse a man. 
That two may mock her heart if it succumb ? 
No ! fearing God and standing 'neath his heaven, 
I would not dare insult a woman so. 
Were she the meanest woman in the world, 
And he, I cared to please, ten emperors ! 

CONSTANCE 

Norbert ! 
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NORBERT 

I love once as I live but once. 
What case is this to think or talk about ? 
I love 70U. Would it mend the case at all 
Should such a step as this kill love in me ? 
Your part were done : account to God for it. 
But mine — could murdered love get up again. 
And kneel to whom you pleased to designate 
And make you mirth ? It is too horrible. 
You did not know this, Constance ? now 70a 

know 
That body and soul have each one life, but one : 
And here's my love, here, living, at your feet. 

CONSTANCE 

See the Queen ! Norbert — this one more last 

word — 
If thus you have taken jest for earnest — thus 
Loved me in earnest • • • 
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Ah, no jest holds here ! 
Where is the laughter in which jests break up ? 
And what this horror that grows palpable ? 
Madam — why grasp you thus the balcony ! 
Have I done ill ! Have I not spoken the truth ? 
How could I other ? Was it not your test, 
To try me, and what my love for Constance meant ? 
Madam, your royal soul itself approves, 
The first, that I should choose thus ! so one takes 
A beggar — ^asks him what would bUy his child. 
And then approves the expected laugh of scorn 
Returned as something noble from the rags. 
Speak, Constance, I'm the beggar ! Ha, what's this ! 
You two glare each at each like panthers now. 
Constance — the world fades ; only you stand there ! 
You did not in to-night's wild whirl of things 
Sell me — -your soul of souls, for any price ? 
No— no— 'tis easy to believe in you* 
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Was it your love's mad trial to o'ertop 
Mine by this vain self-sacrifice ? well, still — 
Though I should curse, I love you. I am love 
And cannot change ! love*s self is at your feet. 

[Queen goes ouU 

CONSTANCE 

Feel my heart ; let it die against your owf. 

NORBERT 

Against my own ! explain not ; let this be. 
This is life's height. 

CONSTANCE 

Yours ! Yours ! Yours ! 

NORBERT 

You and I — 
Why care by what meanders we are here 
In the centre of the labyrinth ? men have died 
Trying to find this place out, which we have found. 
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CONSTANCE 

Found, found ! 

NORBERT 

Sweet, never fear what she can do — 
We are past harm now. 

CONSTANCE 

On the breast of God. 
I thought of men — as if you were a man. 
Tempting him with a crown I 

NORBERT 

This must end here — 
It is too perfect ! 

CONSTANCE 

There's the music stopped. 
What measured heavy tread I it is one blaze 
About me and within me. 
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Ohy some death 
Will run its sudden finger round this spark. 
And sever us from the rest — 

CONSTANCE 

And SO do well. 
Now the doors open — 

NORBERT 

'Tis the guard comes. 

CONSTANCE 

Kiss! 
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Said Abner, " At last thou art come ! Ere I tell, ere 

thou speak, 
Kiss my cheek, wish me well ! " Then I wished it, 

and did kiss his cheek. 
And he, "Since the King, O my friend, for thy 

countenance sent. 
Neither drunken nor eaten have we ; nor until from 

his tent 
Thou return with the joyfril assurance the King 

liveth yet, 
Shall our lip with the honey be bright, with the 

water be wet. 
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For out of the black mid-tent's silence, a space of 

three days, 
Not a sound hath escaped to thy servants, of prayer 

or of praise, 
To betoken that Saul and the Spirit have ended their 

strife. 
And that, faint in his triumph, the monarch sinks 

back upon life. 

II 

Yet now my heart leaps, O beloved ! God's child, 

with his dew 
On thy gracious gold hair, and those lilies still living 

and blue 
Just broken to twine round thy harp-strings, as if no 

wild heat 
Were now raging to torture the desert ! " 

III 

Then I, as was meet, 
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Knelt down to the God of my fathers, and rose on my 

feet, 
And ran o'er the sand burnt to powder. The tent 

was unlooped ; 
I palled up the spear that obstructed, and under I 

stooped ; 
Hands and knees on the slippery grass-patch, all 

withered and gone. 
That extends to the second enclosure, I groped my 

way on 
Till I felt where the foldskirts fly open. Then once 

more I prayed, 1 
And opened the foldskirts and entered, and was not 

afraid. 
But spoke, " Here is David, thy servant ! " And no 

voice replied. 
At the first I saw nought but the blackness ; but soon 

I descried 
A something more black than the blackness — ^the vast, 

the upright 

VOL. II. I 
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Main prop which sustains the pavilion : and slow into 

sight 
Grew a figure against it, gigantic and blackest of 

all;— 
Then a sunbeam, that burst thro' the tent-roo^ 

—showed Saul. 

IV 

He stood as erect as that tent-prop ; both arms 

stretched out wide 
On the great cross-support in the centre, that goes to 

each side : 
irLc relaxed not a muscle, but hung there, — as, caught 

in his pangs 
And waiting his change the king-serpent all heavily 

hangs. 
Far away from his kind, in the pine, till deliverance 

come 
With the spring-time, — so agonized Saul, drear and 

stark, blind and dumb. 
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Then I tuned my harp, — took off the lilies we twine 

round its chords 
Lest they snap 'neath the stress of the noontide— 

those sunbeams like swords ! 
And I first played the tune all our sheep know, as^ 

one after one, 
So docile they come to the pen-door, till folding be 

done. 
They are white and untorn by the bushes, for lo, they 

have fed 
Where the long grasses stifle the water within the 

stream's bed ; 
And now one after one seeks its lodging, as star follows 

star 
Into eve and the blue far above us, — so blue and so 

far! 
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— Then the tune, for which quails on the comland 

will each leave his mate 
To fly after the player ; then, what makes the crickets 

elate. 
Till for boldness they fight one another : and then, 

what has weight 
To set the quick jerboa a-musing outside his sand 

house — 
There are none such as he for a wonder, half bird and 

half mouse ! — 
God made all the creatures and gave them our love 

and our fear. 
To give sign, we and they are his children, one family 

here. 



Then I played the help-tune of our reapers, their 
wine-song, when hand 
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Grasps at hand, eye lights eye in good friendship^ and 

great hearts expand 
And grow one in the sense of this world's life. — And 

then, the last song 
When the dead man is praised on his journey — 

" Bear, bear him along 
With his few faults shut up like dead flowerets ! are 

balm-seeds not here 
To console us ? The land has none left, such as he on 

the bier. 
Oh, would we might keep thee, my brother ! " — And 

then, the glad chaunt 
Of the marriage, — first go the young maidens, next, 

she whom we vaunt 
As the beauty, the pride of our dwelling. — ^And then, 

the great march 
Wherein man runs to man to assist him and buttress 

an arch 
Nought can break ; who shall harm them, our friends ? 

— Then, the chorus intoned 
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As the Levites go up to the altar in glory 

enthroned . . . 
But I stopped here — ^for here in the darkness, Saul 

groaned. 



VIII 

And I paused, held my breath in such silence, and 

listened apart ; 
And the tent shook, for mighty Saul shuddered, — 

and sparkles 'gan dart 
From the jewels that woke in his turban at once 

with a start — 
All its lordly male-sapphires, and rubies courageous 

at heart. 
So the head — but the body still moved not, still hung 

there erect. 
And I bent once again to my playing, pursued it 

unchecked, 
As I sang, — 
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IX 

. " Oh, our manhood's prime vigour ! no 
spirit feels waste. 

Not a muscle is stopped in its playing, nor sinew un- 
braced. 

Oh, the wild joys of living ! the leaping from rock up 
to rock — 

The strong rending of boughs from the fir-tree, — the 
cool silver shock 

Of the plunge in a pooFs living water, — the hunt of 
the bear. 

And the sultriness shewing the lion is cQUched in his 
lair. 

And the meal — the rich dates— yellowed over with 
gold dust divine, 

And the locust*s-flesh steeped in the pitcher ; the full 
. . draught of wine. 

And the sleep in the dried river-channel where bull- 
rushes tell 
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That the water was wont to go warbling so softly and 

well. 
How good is man's life, the mere living ! how fit to 

employ 
All the heart and the soul and the senses, for ever in 

joy! 

Hast thou loved the white locks of thy father, whose 

sword thou didst guard 
When he trusted thee forth with the armies, for 

glorious reward ? 
Didst thou see the thin hands of thy mother, held up 

as men sung 
The low song of the nearly-departed, and heard her 

faint tongue 
Joining in while it could to the witness, * Let one 

more attest, 
I have lived, seen God's hand thro' a lifetime, and all 

was for best . . . ' 
Then they sung thro' their tears in strong triumph, 

not much, — but the rest* 
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And thy brothers^ the help and the contest, the 

working whence grew 
Such result as from seething grape-bundles, the spirit 

strained true ! 
And the friends of thy boyhood — that boyhood of 

wonder and hope. 
Present promise, and wealth of the future beyond the 

eye's scope, — 
Till lo, thou art grown to a monarch ; a people is 

thine; 
And all gifts [which the world ofiers singly, on one 

head combine ! 
On one head, all the beauty and strength, love and 

rage, like the throe 
That, a-work in the rock, helps its labour, and lets the 

gold go : 
High ambition and deeds which surpass it, fame 

crowning it, — all 
Brought to blaze on the head of one creature — 

King Saul ! " 
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And lo, with that leap of my spirit, heart, hand, harp 

and voice, 
Each lifting Saul's name out of sorrow, each bidding 

rejoice 
Saul's hmt in the light it was made for — as when^ 

dare I say. 
The Lord's army in rapture of service, strains through 

its array. 
And upsoareth the cherubim-chariot — " Saul ! " cried 

I, and stopped. 
And waited the thing that should follow. Then Saul, 

who hung propt 
By the tent's cross-support in the centre, was struck 

by his name. 
Have ye seen when Spring's arrowy summons goes 

right to the aim. 
And some mountain, the last to withstand her, that 

held, (he alone. 
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While the vale laughed in freedom and flowers) on a 

broad bust of stone 
A year's snow bound about for a breastplate, — leaves 

grasp of the sheet ? 
Fold on fold all at once it crowds thunderously down 

to his feety 
And there fronts you, stark, black but alive yet, your 

mountain of old. 
With his rents, the successive bequeathings of ages 

untold — 
Yea, each harm got in fighting your battles, each 

furrow and scar 
Of his head thrust 'twixt you and the tempest — all 

hail, there they are I 
Now again to be softened with verdure, again hold 

the nest 
Of the dove, tempt the goat and its young to the 

green on its crest 
For their food in the ardours of summer ! One long 

shudder thrilled 
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All the tent till the very air tingled, then sank and 

was stilled, 
At the King's self left standing before me, released 

and aware. 
What was gone, what remained ? all to traverse 'twixt 

hope and despair — 
Death was past, life not come — so he waited. Awhile 

his right hand 
Held the brow, helped the eyes left too vacant forth- 
with to remand 
To their place what new objects should enter : 'twas 

Saul as before. 
I looked up and dared gaze at those eyes, nor was 

hurt any more 
Than by slow pallid sunsets in autumn, ye watch from 

the shore 
At their sad level gaze o'er the ocean — ^a sun's slow 

decline 
Over hills which, resolved in stern silence, o'erlap 

and entwine 
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Base with base to knit strength more intense : so, 

arm folded in arm 
O'er the chest whose slow heavings subsided. 



XI 

What spell or what charm, 
(For, awhile there was trouble within me) what next 

should I urge 
To sustain him where song had restored him ? — Song 

filled to the verge 
His cup with the wine of this life, pressing all that it 

yields 
Of mere fruitage, the strength and the beauty ! Be- 
yond, on what fields. 
Glean a vintage more potent and perfect to brighten 

the eye 
And bring blood to the lip, and commend them the 

cup they put by ? 
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He saith, "It is good ;" still he drinks not — he lets 

me praise life. 
Gives assenty yet would die for his own part. 



Then fancies grew rife 
Which had come long ago on the pastures, when 

round me the sheep 
Fed in silence — above, the one eagle wheeled slow as in 

sleep. 
And I lay in my hollow, and mused on the world that 

might lie 
'Neath his ken, though I saw but the strip *twixt the 

hill and the sky : 
And I laughed — " Since my days are ordained to be 

passed with my flocks. 
Let me people at least with my fancies, the plains and 

the rocb. 
Dream the life I am never to mix with, and image the 

show 
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Of mankind as they live in those fashions I hardly 

shall know ! 
Schemes of life, its best rules and right uses, the 

courage that gains. 
And the prudence that keeps what men strive for." 

And now these old trains 
Of vague thought came again ; I grew surer; so once 

more the string 
Of my harp made response to my spirit, as thus — 

XIII 

« Yea, my king," 
I began — "thou dost well in rejecting mere comforts 

that spring 
From the mere mortal life held in common by man 

and by brute : 
In our flesh grows the branch of this life, in our soul 

it bears fruit. 
Thou hast marked the slow rise of the tree, — how its 

stem trembled first 
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Till it passed the kid's lip, the stag's antler ; then 

safely outburst 
The fan-branches all round; and thou mindedstwhen 

these tooy in turn 
Broke a-bloom and the palm-tree seemed perfect ; yet 

more was to learn, 
Ev'n the good that comes in with the palm-fruit. Our 

dates shall we slight. 
When their juice brings a cure for all sorrow ? or 

care for the plight 
Of the palm's self whose slow growth produced them ? 

Not so ! stem and branch 
Shall decay, nor be known in their place, while the 

palm-wine shall staunch 
Every wound of man's spirit in winter. I pour thee 

such wine. 
Leave the flesh to the fate it was fit for ! the spirit 

be thine ! 
By the spirit, when age shall o'ercome thee, thou still 

shalt enjoy 
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More indeed, than at first when inconscious, the life 

of a boy. 
Crush that life, and behold its wine running ! each 

deed thou hast done 
Diesy revives^ goes to work in the world ; until e'en 

as the sun 
Looking down on the earth, though clouds spoil him, 

though tempests efface. 
Can find nothing his own deed produced not, must 

every where trace 
The results of his past summer-prime, — so, each ray 

of thy will. 
Every flash of thy passion and prowess, long over, 

shall thrill 
Thy whole people the countless, with ardour, till 

they too give forth 
A like cheer to their sons, who in turn, fill the south 

and the north 
With the radiance thy deed was the germ of. Carouse 

in the past. 

VOL. II K 
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But the license of age has its limit ; thou diest at 

last. 
As the lion when age dims his eye-ball, the rose at 

her height. 
So with man — ^so his power and his beauty for ever 

Uke flight. 
No ! again a long draught of my soul- wine ! look forth 

o'er the years — 
Thou hast done now with eyes for the actual ; begin 

with the seer's ! 
Is Saul dead ? in the depth of the vale make his tomb 

— bid arise 
A grey mountain of marble heaped four-square, till 

built to the skies. 
Let it mark where the great First King slumbers — 

whose fame would ye know ? 
Up above see the rock's naked face, where the record 

shall go 
In great characters cut by the scribe, — Such was Saul, 

so he did ; 
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With the sages directing the work, by the populace 

chid, — 
For not hal^ they'll affirm, is comprised there ! Which 

£iult to amend, 
In the grove with his kind grows the cedar, whereon 

they shall spend 
(See, in tablets *tis level before them) their praise, 

and record 
With the gold of the graver, Saul's story, — the states- 
man's great word 
Side by side with the poet's sweet comment. The 

river's a-wave 
With smooth paper-reeds grazing each other when 

prophet winds rave : 
So the pen gives unborn generations their due and 

their part 
In thy being ! Then, first of the mighty, thank God 

that thou art." 
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XIV 

And behold while I sang . . . But O Thou who didst 

grant me that day. 
And before it not seldom hast granted, thy help to 

essay 
Carry on and complete an adventure, — my Shield and 

my Sword 
In that act where my soul was thy servant, thy word 

was my word, — 
Still be with me, who then at the summit of human 

endeavour 
And scaling the highest man's thought could, gazed 

hopeless as ever 
On the new stretch of Heaven above me — ^till, Mighty 

to save, 
Just one lift of thy hand cleared that distance — God's 

throne from man's grave ! 
Let me tell out my tale to its ending — my voice to 

my heart. 
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Which can scarce dare believe in what marvels that 

night I took part. 
As this morning I gather the fragments, alone with 

my sheep, 
And still fear lest the terrible glory evanish like 

sleep! 
For I wake in the grey dewy covert, while Hebron 

upheaves 
The dawn struggling with night on his shoulder, and 

Kidron retrieves 
Slow the damage of yesterday's sunshine. 

XV 

I say then, — my song 
While I sang thus, assuring the monarch, and ever 

more strong 
Made a profier of good to console him — he slowly 

resumed 
His old motions and habitudes kingly. The right 

hand replumed 
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His black locb to their wonted composure, adjusted 

the swathes 
Of his turban, and see — the huge sweat that his 

countenance bathes. 
He wipes off with the robe ; and he girds now his 

loins as of yore. 
And feels slow for the armlets of price, with the clasp 

set before. 
He is Saul, ye remember in glory, — ere error had 

bent 
The broad brow from the daily communion ; and 

still, though much spent 
Be the life and the bearing that front you, the same, 

God did choose. 
To receive what a man may waste, desecrate, never 

quite lose. 
So sank he along by the tent-prop, till, stayed by the 

pile 
Of his armour and war-cloak and garments, he leaned 

there awhile, 
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And so sat out my singing, — one arm round the tent- 
prop, to raise 
His bent head, and the other hung slack — till I 

touched on the praise 
I foresaw from all men in all times, to the man 

patient there, 
And thus ended, the harp falling forward. Then first 

I was 'ware 
That he sat, as I say, with my head just above his vast 

knees 
Which were thrust out on each side around me, like 

oak-roots which please 
To encircle a lamb when it slumbers. I looked up to 

know 
If the best I could do had brought solace : he spoke 

not, but slow 
Lifted up the hand slack at his side, till he laid it 

with care 
Soft and grave, but in mild settled will, on my brow ; 

thro* my hair 
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The large fingers were pushed, and he bent back my 

head, with kind power — 
All my face back, intent to peruse it, as men do a 

flower. 
Thus held he me there with his great eyes that 

scrutinised mine — 
And oh, all my heart how it loved him ! but where 

was the sign ? 
I yearned — ^** Could I help thee, my father, inventing 

a bliss, 
I would add to that life of the past, both the future 

and this. 
I would give thee new life altogether, as good, ages 

hence. 
As this moment, — ^had love but the warrant, love's 

heart to dispense ! " 

XVI 

Then the truth came upon me. No harp more — no 
song more ! out-broke— 
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XVII 

** I have gone the whole round of Creation : I saw 
and I spoke! 

If a work of God's hand for that purpose, received in 
my brain 

And pronounced on the rest of his handwork — re- 
turned him again 

His creation's approval or censure: I spoke as I 
saw. 

I report, as a man may of God's work — ^all's love, yet 
all's law ! 

Now I lay down the judgeship he lent me. Each 
faculty tasked 

To perceive him, has gained an abyss, where a dew- 
drop was asked. 

Have I knowledge ? confounded it shrivels at wisdom 
laid bare. 

Have I forethought? how purblind, how blank, to 
the Infinite care ! 
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Do I task any faculty highest, to image suc- 
cess ? 

I but open my eyes, — and perfection, no more and 
no less. 

In the kind I imagined, full-fronts me, and God is 
seen God 

In the star, in the stone, in the flesh, in the soul and 
the clod. 

And thus looking within and around me, I ever 
renew 

(With that stoop of the soul which in bending up- 
raises it too) 

The submission of Man's nothing-perfect to God's 
All-Complete, 

As by each new obeisance in spirit, I climb to his 
feet! 

Yet with all this abounding experience, this Deity 
known, 

I shall dare to discover some province, some gift of 
my own. 
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There's one faculty pleasant to exercise, hard to hood- 
wink, 
I am fain to keep still in abeyance, (I laugh as I 

think) 
Lest, insisting to claim and parade in it, wot ye, I 

worst 
E'en the Giver in one gift. — Behold ! I could love if 

I durst! 
But I sink the pretension as fearing a man may 

overtake 
God's own speed in the one. way of love: I abstain, 

for love's sake ! 
— What, my soul ? see thus far and no farther ? when 

doors great and small, 
Nine-and-ninety flew ope at our touch, should the 

hundredth appal ? 
In the least things, have faith, yet distrust in the 

greatest of all ? 
Do I find love so full in my nature, God's ultimate 

gift, 
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That I doubt his own love can compete with it ? 

here, the parts shift ? 
Here, the creature surpass the Creator, the end, what 

Began ? — 
Would I fain in my impotent yearning do all for this 

man, 
And dare doubt He alone shall not help Ihim, who 

yet alone can ? 
Would it ever have entered my mind, the bare will, 

much less power. 
To bestow on this Saul what I sang of, the marvellous 

dower 
Of the life he was gifted and filled with ? to make 

such a soul. 
Such a body, and then such an earth for insphering 

the whole ? 
And doth it not enter my mind (as my warm tears 

attest) 
These good things being given, to go on, and give 

one more, the best ? 
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Ay, to save and redeem and restore him^ maintain at 

the height 
This perfection^ — succeed with life's dayspring, death's 

minute of night ? 
Interpose at the difficult minute, snatch Saul^ the 

mistake, 
Sauly the failure, the ruin he seems now, — and bid 

him awake 
From the dream, the probation, the prelude, to find 

himself set 
Clear and safe in new light and new life, — a new 

harmony yet 
To be run, and continued, and ended — ^who knows ? 

— or endure ! 
The man taught enough by life's dream, of the rest 

to make sure. 
By the pain-throb, triumphantly winning intensified 

bliss. 
And the next world's reward and repose, by the 

struggle in this. 
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XVIII 

" I believe it ! 'ds Thou, God, that givest, *tis I who 

receive : 
In the first is the last, in thy v^ill is my power to 

believe. 
All's one gift : thou canst grant it moreover, as 

prompt to my prayer 
As I breathe out this breath, as I open these arms to 

the air. 
From thy will, stream the worlds, life and nature, thy 

dread Sabaoth : 
/ will ? — the mere atoms despise me ! and why am I loth 
To look that, even that in the face too ? why is it I dare 
Think but lightly of such impuissance ? what stops 

my despair ? 
This ; — ^'tis not what man Does which exalts him, but 

what man Would do ! 
See the king — I would help him but cannot, the 

wishes fall through. 
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Could I wrestle to raise him from sorrow, grow poor 

to enrich. 
To fill up his life, starve my own out, I would — 

knowing which, 
I know that my service is perfect. — Oh, speak through 

me now ! 
Would I suffer for him that I love ? So wilt Thou — 

so wilt Thou ! 
So shall crown thee the topmost, ineffablest, utter- 
most Crown — 
And thy love fill infinitude wholly, nor leave up nor 

down 
One spot for the creature to stand in ! It is by no 

breath. 
Turn of eye, wave of hand, that Salvation joins issue 

with death ! 
As thy Love is discovered almighty, almighty be 

proved 
Thy power,^ that exists with and for it, of Being 

beloved ! 
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He who did most, shall bear most j the strongest shall 

stand the most weak. 
'Tis the weakness in strength that I cry for ! my 

fleshy that I seek 
In the Godhead ! I seek and I find it. O Saul, it 

shall be 
A Face like my face that receives thee : a Man like to 

me, 
Thou shalt love and be loved by, for ever ! a Hand 

like this hand 
Shall throw open the gates of new life to thee ! See 

the Christ stand ! " 

XIX 

I know not too well how I found my way home in 

the night. 
There were witnesses, cohorts about me, to left and 

to right, 
Angels, powers, the unuttered, unseen, the alive — 

the aware — 
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I repressed, I got through them as hardly, as strug- 

glingly there, 
As a runner beset by the populace fiimished for 

news — 
Life or death. The whole earth was awakened, hell 

loosed with her crews ; 
And the stars of night beat with emotion, and 

tingled and shot 
Out in fire the strong pain of pent knowledge : but I 

fainted not. 
For the Hand still impelled me at once and supported 

— suppressed 
All the tumult, and quenched it with quiet, and holy 

behest. 
Till the rapture was shut in itself, and the earth sank 

to rest. 
Anon at the dawn, all that trouble had withered from 

earth — 
Not so much, but I saw it die out in the day's tender 

birth ; 
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In the gathered intensity brought to the grey of the 

hills ; 
In the shuddering forests* new awe ; in the sudden 

wind-thrills ; 
In the startled wild beasts that bore off, each with 

eye sidling still 
Tho* averted, in wonder and dread ; and the birds 

stiff and chill 
That rose heavily, as I approached them, made stupid 

with awe ! 
E'en the serpent that slid away silent, — he felt the 

new Law. 
The same stared in the white humid faces upturned 

by the flowers ; 
The same worked in the heart of the cedar, and moved 

the vine-bowers. 
And the little brooks witnessing murmured, persistent 

and low. 
With their obstinate, all but hushed voices — E'en so ! 

it is so. 
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Your ghost will walk, you lover of trees, 

(If loves remain) 

In an English lane. 
By a cornfield-side a-flutter with poppies. 
Hark, those two in the hazel coppice — 
A hoy and a girl, if the good fates please, 

Making love, say, — 

The happier they ! 
Draw yourself up from the light of the moon. 
And let them pass, as they will too soon, 
147 
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With the beanflowers' booiiy 
And the blackbird's tune. 
And May, and June ! 



What I love best in all the world. 
Is, a castle, precipice-encurled, 
In a gash of the wind-grieved Apennine. 
Or look for me, old fellow of mine, 
(If I get my head from out the mouth 
O* the grave, and loose my spirit's bands. 
And come again to the land of lands) — 
In a sea-side house to the farther south, 
Where the baked cicalas die of drouth. 
And one sharp tree ('tis a cypress) stands, 
By the many hundred years red-rusted. 
Rough iron-spiked, ripe fruit-o'ercrusted. 
My sentinel to guard the sands 
To the water's edge. For, what expands 
Without the house, but the great opaque 
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Blue breadth of sea, and not a break ? 
While, in the house, for ever crumbles 
Some fragment of the frescoed walls, 
From blisters where a scorpion sprawls. 
A girl bare-footed brings and tumbles 
Down on the pavement, green-flesh melons, 
And says there's news to-day — the king 
Was shot at, touched in the liver- wing, 
Goes with his Bourbon arm in a sling. 
— She hopes they have not caught the felons. 

Italy, my Italy ! 
Queen Mary's saying serves for me — 

(When fortune's malice 

Lost her, Calais) 
Open my heart and you will see 
Graved inside of it, "Italy." 
Such lovers old are I and she ; 
So it always- was, so it still shall be ! 
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I DREAM of a red-rose tree. 
And which of its roses three 
Is the dearest rose to me ? 



Round and rounds like a dance of snow 
In a dazzling drift, as its guardians, go 
Floating the women faded for ages. 
Sculptured in stone, on the poet's pages. 
Then follow the women fresh and gay, 
150 
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Living and loving and loved to-day. 
Last, in the rear, flee the multitude of maidens. 
Beauties unborn. And all, to one cadence, 
They circle their rose on my rose tree. 

Ill 

Dear rose, thy term is reached. 
Thy leaf hangs loose and bleached : 
Bees pass it unimpeached. 

IV 

Stay then, stoop, since 1 cannot climb. 
You, great shapes of the antique time ! 
How shall I fix you, fire you, freeze you. 
Break my heart at your feet to please you I 
Oh ! to possess, and be possessed ! 
Hearts that beat 'neath each pallid breast ! 
But once of love, the poesy, the passion, 
Drink once and die ! — In vain, the same fashion. 
They circle their rose on my rose tree. 
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T 

Dear rose^ thy jot's ondimmcd ; 

Thy cap is mby-iimmcd. 

Thy cap's heart ncctar-briinmed. 

VI 

Deep as drops from a statae's plinth 
The bee sacked in by the hyacinth. 
So will I bary me while baming. 
Quench like him at a plange my yearning. 
Eyes in yoar eyes, lips on your lips ! 
Fold me fast where the cincture slips. 
Prison all my soul in eternities of pleasure ! 
Girdle me once ! But no — in their old measure 
They circle their rose on my rose tree. 

VII 

Dear rose without a thorn. 
Thy bud's the babe unborn : 
First streak of a new mom. 
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VIII 

Wings, lend wings for the cold, the clear ! 

What's far conquers what is near. 

Roses will bloom nor want beholders. 

Sprang from the dust where our own flesh moulders. 

What shall arrive with the cycle's change ? 

A novel grace and a beauty strange. 

I will make an Eve, be the artist that began her. 

Shaped her to his mind ! — Alas ! in like manner 

They circle their rose on my rose tree. 
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Among these latter busts we count by scores. 

Half-emperors and quarter-emperors. 

Each with his bay-leaf fillet, loose-thonged vest, 

Loric and low-browed Gorgon on the breast 

One loves a baby face, with violets there, 

Violets instead of laurel in the hair. 

As those were all the little locb could bear. 

Now read here. " Protus ends a period 
Of empery banning with a god : 
Bom in the porphyry chamber at Byzant ; 
Queens by his cradle, proud and ministrant 
X54 
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And if he quickened breath there, 'twould like 

fire 
Pantingly through the dim vast realm transpire. 
A fame that he was missing, spread afar — 
The world, from its four corners, rose in war. 
Till he was borne out on a balcony 
To pacify the world when it should see. 
The captains ranged before him, one, his hand 
Made baby points at, gained the chief command. 
And day by day more beautiful he grew 
In shape, all said, in feature and in hue. 
While young Greek sculptors gazing on the child 
Were, so, with old Greek sculpture, reconciled. 
Already sages laboured to condense 
In easy tomes a life's experience : 
And artists took grave counsel to impart 
In one breath and one hand-sweep, all their art — 
To make his graces prompt as blossoming 
Of plentifidly-watered palms in spring : 
Since well beseems it, whoso mounts the thronci 
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For beauty, knowledge, strength, should stand alone. 
And mortals love the letters of his name/' 

— Stop ! Have you turned two pages ? Still the same. 

New reign, same date. The scribe goes on to say 

How that same year, on such a month and day, 

** John the Pannonian, groundedly believed 

A blacksmith's bastard, whose hard hand reprieved 

The Empire from its hte the year before, — 

Came, had a mind to take the crown, and wore 

The same for six years, (during which the Huns 

Kept off their fingers from us) till his sons 

Put something in his liquor " — ^and so forth. 

Then a new reign. Stay — ** Take at its just worth ** 

(Subjoins an annotator) ** what I give 

As hearsay. Some think John let Protus live 

And slip away. 'Tis said, he reached man's age 

At some blind northern court ; made first a page. 

Then, tutor to the children — last, of use 

About the hunting-stables. I deduce 
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He wrote the little tract * On worming dogs,' 

Whereof the name in sundry catalogues 

Is extant yet. A Protus of the Race 

Is rumoured to have died a monk in Thrace^ — 

And if the same, he reached senility.'' 

Here's John the Smith's rough-hammored head. 

Great eye 
Gross jaw and griped lips do what granite can 
To give you the crown-grasper. What a man ! 
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ON WHICH THK JKW8 WIRE FORCED TO ATTEND AN ANNUAL 
CHRISTIAN SERMON IN ROME. 

[« Now was come about Holy-Cross Day, and now must my 
lord preach his first sermon to the Jews : as it was of old cared 
for in the merciful bowels of the Church, that, so to speak, a 
crumb at least from her conspicuous table here in Rome, should 
be, though but once yearly, cast to the famishing dogs, under- 
trampled and bespitten-upon beneath the feet of the guests. And 
a moving sight in truth, this, of so many of the besotted, blind, 
restive and ready-to-perish Hebrews i now paternally brought — 
nay, (for He saith, * Compel them to come in ') haled, as it were, 
by the head and hair, and against their obstinate hearts, to par- 
take of the heavenly grace. What awakening, what striving 
with tears, what working of a yeasty conscience ! Nor was my 
lord wanting to himself on so apt an occasion ; witness the 
abundance of conversions which did incontinently reward him : 
though not to my lord be altogether the glory." — Diary by the 
Bishofis Secretary^ 1600.] 

Though what the Jews really said, on thus being driven to 
church, was rather to this effect : 



Fee, faw, fum ! bubble and squeak - 
Blessedest Thursday's the fat of the week. 
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Rumble and tumble, sleek and roughs 
Stinking and savouryy smug and grufiv 
Take the church-road> for the bell's due chime 
Gives us the summons — ^'tis sennon-time. 

II 

Bohy here's Barnabas ! Job, that's you ? 
Up stumps Solomon — bustling too ? 
Shame> man ! greedy beyond your years 
To handsel the bishop's shaving-shears } 
Fair play's a jewel ! leave fi-iends in the lurch ? 
Stand on a line ere you start for the church. 

Ill 

Higgledy piggledy, packed we lie, 
Rats in a hamper, swine in a stye, 
Wasps in a bottle, frogs in a sieve, 
Worms in a carcase, fleas in a sleeve, 
Hist ! square shoulders, settle your thumbs 
And buzz for the bishop— here he comes. 
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IV 

B0W9 wowy WOW — SL bone for the dog ! 

I liken his Grace to an acomed hog. 

What, a hoy at his side, with the bloom of a lass. 

To help and handle my lord's hour-glass ! 

Didst ever behold so lithe a chine ? 

His cheek hath laps like a fresh-singed swine. 



Aaron's asleep — shove hip to haunch, 

Or somebody deal him a dig in the paunch ! 

Look at the purse with the tassel and knob. 

And the gown with the angel and thingumbob. 

What's he at, quotha ? reading his text ! 

Now you've his curtsey — ^and what comes next ? 

VI 

See to our converts — you doomed black dozen — 
No stealing away — nor cog nor cocBen ! 
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You'five that were thieves, deserve it hiily ; 
You seven that were beggars, will live less sparely ; 
You took your turn and dipped in the hat. 
Got fortune — ^and fortune gets yon ; mind that ! 

VII 

Give your first groan— -compunction's at work ; 
And soft ! from a Jew you mount to a Turk. 
Loy Micah, — the selfiame beard on chin 
He was four times already converted in ! 
Here's a knife, clip quick — it's a sign of grace — 
Or he ruins us all with his hanging-£ice. 

VIII 

Whom now is the bishop a-leering at ? 
I know a point where his text falls pat. 
Ill tell him to-morrow, a word just now 
Went to my heart and made me vow 
I meddle no more with the worst of trades — 
Let somebody else pay his serenades. 
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Groan all together now, whee — hee — ^hee I 

It's a-work, it's a-work, ah, woe is me ! 

It began, when a herd of us, picked and placed. 

Were sparred through the Corso, stripped to the waist ; 

Jew-brutes, with sweat and Uood well spent 

To usher in worthily Christian Lent. 



It grew, when the hangman entered our bounds. 

Yelled, pricked us out to this church like hounds. 

It got to a pitch, when the hand indeed 

Which gutted my purse, would throttle my creed. 

And it overflows, when, to even die odd. 

Men I helped to their sins, help me to their God. 

XI 

But now,, while the scapegoats leave our flock. 
And the rest sit silent and count the dock, 
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Since forced to muse the appointed time 
On these precious fiicts and truths sublime, — 
Let us fitly employ it, under our breath. 
In saying ^n Ezra's Song of Death. 

XII 

For Rabbi Ben Ezra, the night he died. 

Called sons and sons' sons to his side. 

And spoke, ^ This world has been harsh and strange, 

Something is wrong, there needeth a change. 

But what, or where ? at the last, or fint I 

In one point only we sinned, at worst. 

XIII 

** The Lord will have mercy on Jacob yet. 
And again in his border see Israel set. 
When Judah beholds Jerusalem, 
The stranger-seed shall be joined to them : 
To Jacob's House shall the Gentiles cleave. 
So the Prophet saith and his sons believe. 
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XIV 

** Ay, the children of the chosen race 
Shall carry and bring them to their place : 
In the land of the Lord shall lead the same. 
Bondsmen and handmaids. Who shall blame. 
When the slaves enslave, the oppressed ones o'er 
The oppressor triumph for evermore ? 

XV 

** God spoke, and gave us the word to keep : 
Bade never fold, the hands nor sleep 
'Mid a faithless world, — at watch and ward. 
Till the Christ at the end relieve our guard. 
By his servant Moses the watch was set : 
Though near upon cock-crow — ^we keep it yet. 

XVI 

" Thou I if thou wast he, who at mid-watch came. 
By the starlight naming a dubious Name ! 
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And if we were too heavy with sleep— too rash 

With fear — O Thou, if that martTr-gash 

Fell on thee coming to take thine own^ 

And we gave the Cross, when we owed the Throne — 

XVII 

** Thou art the Judge. We are bruised thus. 
But, the judgment over, join sides with us ! 
Thine too is the cause ! and not more thine 
Than ours, is the work of these dogs and swine. 
Whose life laughs through and spits at their creed, 
Who maintain thee in word, and defy thee in deed ! 



** We withstood Christ then i be mindful how 
At least we withstand Barabbas now ! 
Was our outrage sore ? but the worst we spared. 
To have called these — Christians, — had we dared ! 
Let defiance to them, pay mistrust of thee. 
And Rome make amends for Calvary ! 
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** By the tort^re^ prolonged from age to age. 
By the inhmyf Israel's heritage. 
By the Ghetto's plague, by the garb's disgrace. 
By the badge of shame, b}r Ae felon's place. 
By the branding-tool, the bloody whip. 
And the sum^ions to Christian fellowship. 



" We boast our proofi, that at least the Jew 
Would wrest Christ's name from the Deril's crew. 
Thy face took never so deep a shade 
But we fought them in it, God our aid ! 
A trophy to bear, as we march, a band 
South, east, and on to the Pleasant Land ! " 

[TJ^f resent Po^ ifboRshed this bad bmness oj tbc 
sennoii,'—^, B.J 
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A PICTURE AT FANO 



Dear and great Angel, wouldst thou only leave 
That child, when thou hast done with him, for me ! 

Let me sit all the day here, that when eve 
Shall find performed thy special ministry. 

And time come for departure, thou, suspending 

Thy flight, mayst see another child for tending. 
Another still, to quiet and retrieve. 



Then I shall feel thee step one step, no more. 
From where thou standest now, to where I gaie, 
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And suddenly my head be covered o'er 

With those wings^ white above the child who prays 
Now on that tomb— and I shall feel thee guarding 
Me, out of all the world ; for me, discarding 

Yon heaven thy home, that waits and opes its door ! 

Ill 

I would not look up thither past thy head 

Because the door opes, like that child, I know. 

For I should have thy gracious face instead. 

Thou bird of God ! And wilt thou bend me low 

Like him, and lay, like his, my hands together. 

And lift them up to pray, and gently tether 

Me, as thy lamb there, with thy garment's spread ? 



If this was ever granted, I would rest 

My head beneath thine, while thy healing hands 
Close-covered both my eyes beside thy breast, 

Pressing the brain, which too much thought expands. 
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Back to its proper size again^ and smoothing 
Distortion down till every nerve had soothing^ 
And all lay quiet, happy and supprest. 

V 

How soon all worldly wrong would be repaired ! 

I think how I should view the earth and skies 
And sea, when once again my brow was bared 

After thy healing, with such different cye$, 
O world, as God has made it ! all is beauty : 
And knowing this, is love, and love is duty. 

What further may be sought for or declared ? 

VI 

Guercino drew this angel I saw teach 

(Alfred, dear friend) — ^that little child to pray. 

Holding the little hands up, each to each 

Pressed gently, — with his own head turned away 

Over the earth where so much lay before him 

Of work to do, though heaven was opening o*er him. 
And he was left at Fano by the beach. 
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VII 

We were at Pano^ and three times we went 
To sit and see him in his chapel there. 

And drink his beauty to our soul's content 
— My angel with me too : and since I care 

For dear Guercino's fame, (to which in power 

And glory comes this picture for a dower. 
Fraught with a pathos so magnificent) 

VIII 

And since he did not work so earnestly 

At all times, and has else endured some wrong, — 

I took one thought his picture struck from me. 
And spread it out, translating it to song. 

My Love is here. Where are you, dear old firiend I 

How rolls the Wairoa at your world's &r end ? 
This is Ancona, yonder is the sea. 
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** A« certain also of your own pocU have said " — 

Cleon the poety (from the sprinkled isles^ 

Lily on lily, that o'erlace the sea. 

And laugh their pride when the light wave lisps 

"Greece")— 
To Protos in his Tyranny : much health ! 

They give thy letter to me, even now : 
I read and seem as if I heard thee speak. 
The master of thy galley still unlades 
Gift after gift ; they block my court at last 
And pile themselves along its portico 
171 
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Royal with sunset, like a thought of thee : 
And one white she-slave from the group dispersed 
Of black and white slaves, (like the chequer-work 
Pavement, at once my nation's work and gift. 
Now covered with this settle-down of doves) 
One lyric woman, in her crocus vest 
Woven of sea-wools, with her two white hands 
Commends to me the strainer and the cup 
Thy lip hath bettered ere it blesses mine. 

Well-counselled, king, in thy munificence ! 
For so shall men remark, in such an act 
Of love for him whose song gives life its loy. 
Thy recognition of the use of life ; 
Nor call thy spirit barely adequate 
To help on life in straight ways, broad enough 
For vulgar souls, by ruling and the rest. 
Thou, in the daily building of thy tower. 
Whether in fierce and sudden spasms of toil. 
Or through dim lulls of unapparent growth. 
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Or when the general work 'mid good acclaim 
Climbed with the eye to cheer the architect^ 
Didst ne'er engage in work for mere work's sake — 
Hadst ever in thy heart the luring hope 
Of some eventual rest atop of it. 
Whence^ all the tumult of the building hushed. 
Thou first of men mightst look out to the east. 
The vulgar saw thy tower ; thou sawest the sun. 
For thisy I promise on thy festival 
To pour libation, looking o'er the sea. 
Making this slave narrate thy fortunes, speak 
Thy great words, and describe thy royal face — 
Wishing thee wholly where Zeus lives the most 
Within the eventual element of calm. 

Thy letter's first requirement meets me here. 
It is as thou hast heard : in one short life 
I, Cleon, have effected all those things 
Thou wonderingly dost enumerate. 
That epos on thy hundred plates of gold 
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Is mine, — ^and also mine the little chaunt. 

So sure to rise from every fishing-bark 

When, lights at prow^ the seamen haul their nets. 

The image of the sun-god on the phare 

Men turn from the sun's self to see, is mine ; 

The Pcecile, o'er-storied its whole length. 

As thou didst hear, with painting, is mine too. 

I know the true proportions of a man 

And woman also, not observed before ; 

And I have written three boob on the soul. 

Proving absurd all written hitherto, 

And putting us to ignorance again. 

For music, — ^why, I have combined the moods, 

Inventing one. In brie^ all arts are mine ; 

Thus much the people know and recognise. 

Throughout our seventeen islands. Marvel not. 

We of these latter days, with greater mind 

Than our forerunners, since more composite, 

Look not so great (beside their simple way) 

To a judge who only sees one way at once, 
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One mind-pointy and no other at a time, — 

G>mptres the small part of a man of us 

With some whole man of the heroic age. 

Great in his way, — not ours, nor meant for ours. 

And ours is greater^ had we skill to know. 

Yety what we call this life of men on earth. 

This sequence of the soul's achievements here. 

Being, as I find much reason to conceive. 

Intended to be viewed eventually 

As a great whole, not analysed to parts. 

But each part having reference to all, — 

How shall a certain part, pronounced complete. 

Endure effacement by another part ? 

Was the thing done ? — ^Then what's to do again ? 

See, in the chequered pavement opposite. 

Suppose the artist made a perfect rhomb. 

And next a lozenge^ then a trapezoid — 

He did not overlay them, superimpose 

The new upon the old and blot it out. 

But laid them on a level in his work, 



Digitized 



by Google 



176 MEN AND WOMEN 

Making at last a picture ; there it lies. 

Soy first the perfect separate forms were made^ 

The portions of mankind — ^and after^ so. 

Occurred the combination of the same, 

Or where had been a progress, otherwise ? 

Mankind, made up of all the single men, — 

In such a synthesis the labour ends. 

Now, mark me — those divine men of old time 

Have reached, thou sayest well, each at one point 

The outside verge that rounds our faculty ; 

And where they reached, who can do more than reach? 

It takes but little water just to touch 

At some one point the inside of a sphere. 

And, as we turn the sphere, touch all the rest 

In due succession : but the finer air 

Which not so palpably nor obviously. 

Though no less universally, can touch 

The whole circumference of that emptied sphere, 

Fills it more fully than the water did ; 

Holds thrice the weight of water in itself 
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Resolved into a subtler element. 

And yet the vulgar call the sphere first full 

Up to the visible height — and after, void ; 

Not knowing air's more hidden properties. 

And thus our soul, misknown, cries out to Zeus 

To vindicate his purpose in its life — 

Why stay we on the earth unless to grow ? 

Long since, I imaged, wrote the fiction out. 

That he or other God, descended here 

And, once for all, showed simultaneously 

What, in its nature, never can be shown 

Piecemeal or in succession ; — showed, I say, 

The worth both absolute and relative 

Of all His children from the birth of time. 

His instruments for all appointed work. 

I now go on to image, — ^might we hear 

The judgment which should give the due to each. 

Shew where the labour lay and where the ease, 

And prove Zeus' self, the latent, everywhere ! 

This is a dream. But no dream, let us hope, 

VOU II. N 
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That years and days, the summers and the springs 

Follow each other with nnwaning powers — 

The grapes which dye thy wine^ are richer for 

Through culture, than the wild wealth of the rock ; 

The suave plum than the savage-tasted drupe ; 

The pastured honey-bee drops choicer sweet ; 

The flowers turn double, and the leaves'tum flowers ; 

That young and tender crescent-moon, thy slave, 

Sleeping upon her robe as if on clouds. 

Refines upon the women of my youth. 

What, and the soul alone deteriorates ? 

I have not chanted verse like Homer's, no — 

Nor swept string like Terpander, no — ^nor carved 

And painted men like Phidias and his friend : 

I am not great as they arc, point by point : 

But I have entered into sympathy 

With these four, running these into one soul. 

Who, separate, ignored each others* arts. 

Say, is it nothing that I know them all ? 

The wild flower was the larger— I have dashed 
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Rose-blood upon its petals^ pncked its cup's 

Hone^r with wine, and driven its seed to fruit. 

And skow a better flower if not so large. 

I stand, myself. Refer this to the gods 

Whose gift alone it is ! which, shall I dare 

(All pride apart) upon the absurd pretext 

That such a gift by chance lay in my hand, 

Discourse of lightly or depreciate ? 

It might have fidlen to another's h«nd— what then ? 

I pass too surely-^let at least truth stay ! 

And next, of what thou foUowest on to ask. 
This being with me as I declare, O king. 
My works, in all these varicoloured kinds. 
So done by me, accepted so by men — 
Thou askest if (my soul thus in men's hearts) 
I must not be accounted to attain 
The very crown and proper end of life. 
Inquiring thence how, now life closeth up, 
I &ce death with sncQess in my right hand : 
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Whether I fear death less than dost thyself 

The fortunate of men. ** For " (writest thou) 

** Thou leavest much behind, while I leave nought : 

Thy life stays in the poems men shall sing. 

The pictures men shall study ; while my life 

Complete and whole now in its power and joy. 

Dies altogether with my brain and arm, 

Is lost indeed ; sinccj-^what survives myself? 

The brazen statue that o*crloob my grave. 

Set on the promontory which I named. 

And that — some supple courtier of my heir 

Shall use its robed and sceptred arm, perhaps. 

To fix the rope to, which best drags it down. 

I go, then : triumph thou, who dost not go ! " 

Nay, thou art worthy of hearing my whole mind. 
Is this apparent, when thou turn'st to muse 
Upon the scheme of earth and man in chie^ 
That admiration grows as knowledge grows i 
That imperfection means perfection hid. 
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Reserved in party to grace the after-time ? 

I^ in the morning of philosophy. 

Ere aught had been recorded, aught perceived, 

ThoUy with the light now in thee, couldst have looked 

On all earth's tenantry, from worm to bird. 

Ere man had yet appeared upon the stage — 

Thou wouldst have seen them perfect, and deduced 

The perfectness of othen yet unseen^ 

Conceding which, — ^had Zeus then questioned thee 

^ Wilt thou go on a step, improve on this. 

Do more for visible creatures than is done I " 

Thou wouldst have answered, ** Ay, by making each 

Grow conscious in himself — ^by that alone. 

All's perfect else : the shell sucb fast the rock. 

The fish strikes through the sea, the snake both swims 

And slides ; the birds take flight, forth range the beasts. 

Till life's mechanics can no further go— 

And all this joy in natural life, is put. 

Like fire from off Thy finger into each. 

So exquisitely perfect is the same. 
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But 'tis purls firs^— and thty mere matter are ( 

It has them^ uot th^ it : and so I choose^ 

For man^ Thy last premeditated work 

(If I might add a glorf to this scheme) 

That a third thing should stand apart from both^ 

A quality arise within the soul^ 

Which, intro-active, made to snpenrise 

And feel the force it has, may view itself. 

And so be happy." Man might live at first 

The animal life : but ia there nothing more F 

In due time, let him critically learn 

How he lives ; and, the mcMre he gets to know 

Of his own life's adapubilities, 

The more joy-giving will his life become. 

The man who hath this quality, is best. 

But thou, king, hadst moire reasonably said t 
'< Let progress end at once, — man make no step 
Beyond the natural man, the better beast. 
Using his senses, not the sense of sense." 
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In man there's fiiilttre, only since he left 
The lower and inconscious forms of life. 
We called it an advance, the rendering plain 
A spirit might grow conscious of that life, 
Andy by new lore so added to the old. 
Take each step higher over the brute's head. 
This grew the only life, the pleasure-house^ 
Watch-tower and treasure-fortress of the soul, 
Which whole surrounding flats of natural life 
Seemed only fit to yield subsistence to ; 
A tower that crowns a country. But alas ! 
The soul now climbs it just to perish there. 
For thence we have discovered ('tis no dream — 
We know this, which we had not else perceived) 
That there's a world of capability 
For joy, spread round about us, meant for us. 
Inviting us ; and still the soul craves all. 
And still the flesh replies, " Take no jot more 
Than ere you climbed the tower to look abroad I 
Nay, so much less, as that fatigue has brought 
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Dedaction to it," Wc struggle — fain to enlarge 
Oar bounded physical recipiency. 
Increase our power, supply fresh oil to life. 
Repair the waste of age and sickness. No, 
It skills not :|[\life's inadequate to joy,\\ 
As the soul sees joy, tempting life to take. 
They praise a fountain in my garden here 
Wherein a Naiad sends the water-spurt 
Thin from her tube ; she smiles to see it rise. 
What if I told her, it is just a thread 
From that great river which the hills shut up. 
And mock her with my leave to take the same I 
The artificer has given her one small tube 
Past power to widen or exchange — ^what boots 
To know she might spout oceans if she could ? 
She cannot lift beyond her first straight thread. 
And so a man can use but a man's joy 
While he sees God's. Is it, for Zeus to boast 
** See, man, how happy I live, and despair — 
That I may be still happier — for thy use ! " 
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If this were 80, we coald not thank oar Lord, 
As hearts beat on to doing : 'tis not so— 
Malice it is not. Is it carelessness I 
Stilly no. i If care — ^where is the sign, I ask — 
And get no answer : and agree in sum, 
O king, with thy profound discouragement. 
Who seest the wider but to sigh the more. 
Most progress is most failure ! thou sayest well. 

The last point now : — thou dost except a case — 
Holding joy not impossible to one 
With artist-gifts — to such a man as I — 
Who leave behind me living works indeed ; 
For, such a poem, such a painting lives. 
What ? dost thou verily trip upon a word, 
Confound the accurate view of what joy is 
(Caught somewhat clearer by my eyes than thine) 
With feeling joy ? confound the knowing how 
And showing how to live (my faculty) 
With actually living ? — Otherwise 
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Where is the artttt's nntMgt o'er the king ? 
Because in my great epos I dispbjr 
How divers men yoang, strong, fidr, wise, can act- 
Is this as though I acted ? if I paint. 
Carve the young Phcebos, am I therefore yoang i 
Methinb Vm older that I bowed myself 
The many years of pain that tan^t me art ! 
Indeed, to know b something, and to prove 
How all this beauty might be enjoyed, is more : 
But, knowing nought, to enjoy is something too. 
Yon rower with the moulded muscles there 
Lowering the sail, is nearer it than I. 
I can write love-odes — thy fair slave's an ode* 
I get to sing of love, when grown too grey 
For being beloved : she turns to that young man 
The muscles all a-rippk on his back. 
I know the joy of kingship : wdl— thou art king ! 

** But," sayest thou — ^(and I marvel, I repeat^ 
To find thee tripping on a mere word) ^'what 
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Thou writesty paimtest, stays : that does not die ■: 
Sappho survives, because we sing her songi, 
And JEschylnSf because we read his plays ! '' 
Why, if they live still, let them come and take 
Thy slave in my despite-'-drink from thy cup-— 
Speak in my place. Thou diest while I survive ? 
Say rather that my hte is deadlier still, — 
In this, that every day my sense of joy 
Grows more acute, my soul (intensified 
In power and insight) more enlarged, more keen ; 
While every day my hairs fall more and more. 
My hand shakes, and the heavy years increase— 
The horror quickening still from year to year. 
The consummation coming past escape 
When I shall know most, and yet least enjoy—* 
When all my works wherein I prove my worth. 
Being present still to mock me in men's mouths. 
Alive still, in the phrase of such as thou, 
I, I, the feeling, thinking, acting man^ 
The man who loved his life so over much 
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Shall sleep in mj urn. It is so horiblcy 
I dare at times imagine to my need 
Some future state revealed to us by Zeus, 
Unlimited in capability 
For joy, as this is in desire for joy, 
To seek which, the joy-hunger forces us. 
That, stung by straitness of our life, made strait 
On purpose to make sweet the life at large- 
Freed by the throbbing impulse we call death 
We burst there as the worm into the fly, 
Who, while a worm still, wants his wings. But, no ! 
Zeus has not yet revealed it ; and, alas ! 
He must have done so — were it possible ! 

Live long and happy, and in that thought die. 
Glad for what was. Farewell. And for the rest, 
I cannot tell thy messenger aright 
Where to deliver what he bears of thine 
To one called Paulus — ^we have heard his fame 
Indeed, if Christus be not one with him — 
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I know not, nor am troubled much to know. 

Thou canst not think a mere barbarian Jew, 

As Paulus proves to be, one circumcised. 

Hath access to a secret shut from us ? 

Thou wrongest our philosophy, O king. 

In stooping to inquire of such an one. 

As if his answer could impose at all. 

He writeth, doth he I well, and he may write. 

Oh, the Jew findeth scholars ! certain slaves 

Who touched on this same isle, preached him and 

Christ; 
And (as I gathered from a bystander) 
Their doctrines could be held by no sane man. 
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♦*Givc" and <^ It-^haU-be-giTen-unto-yoa.*' 



Grand rough old Martin Lather 
Bloomed fables — ^flowers on furze. 

The better the nncouther ; 
Do roses stick like burrs ? 



A beggar asked for alms 
One day tt an abbey-door. 

Said Luther ; but, seized with qualms. 
The Abbot replied, « We'rejpoor ! " 
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III 

" Poor, who had plenty once, 
" When gifts fell thick as rain ? 

" But they give us nought, for the nonce, 
" And how should we give again i " 



TV 

Then the beggar, " Sec your sins f 

"Ofold, unless I err, 
** Ye had brothers for inmates, twins, 

** Date and Dabitur.** 



V 

" While Date was in good case, 
" Dabitur flourished too : 

" For Dabitur's lenten face, 
" No wonder if Date rue." 
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VI 



" Would ye retrieve the one ? 

** Try and make plump the other ! 
** When Date's penance is done, 

** Dabitur helps his brother.** 



VII 

*' Only, beware relapse ! " 
The Abbot hung his head. 

This beggar might be, perhaps. 
An angel, Luther said. 
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I 

Stand still, true poet that you are, 

I know you ; let me try and draw you. 

Some night you'll fail us. When afar 
You rise, remember one man saw you. 

Knew you, and named a star. 

II 

My star, God's glow-worm ! Why extend 
That loving hand of His which leads you, 

Yet locks you safe from end to end 
Of this dark world, unless He needs you — 

Just saves your light to spend ? 
VOL. II. 193 o 
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111 

His clenched Hand shall dose at last 
I know, and let out all the beauty. 

My poet holds the future fast^ 
Accepts the coming ages' duty. 

Their present for this past. 

IV 

That day, the earth's feast-master's brow 
Shall clear, to God the chalice raising ; 

^ Others give best at first, but Thou 
For ever set'st our table praising, — 

Keep'st the good wine till now." 



Meantime, I'll draw you as you stand. 
With few or none to watch and wonder. 

Ill say — ^a fisher (on the sand 

By Tyre the Old) his ocean-plunder, 

A netful, brought to land. 
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Who has not heard how Tynan shells 
Enclosed the blue, that dye of dyes 

Whereof one drop worked miracles. 
And coloured like Astarte*s eyes 

Raw silk the merchant sells ? 

VII 

And each bystander of them til 
Could criticise, and quote tradition 

How depths of blue sublimed some pall. 
To get which, pricked a king's ambition : 

Worth sceptre, crown and ball. 

VIII 

Yet there's the dye, — in that rough mesh. 
The sea has only just o'er-whispered ! 

Live whelks, the lipVbeard dripping firesh. 
As if they still the water's lisp heard 

Through foam the rock-weeds thresh. 
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IX 

Enough to fimuBk Solomoa 

Suck hangings for his cedar-house. 

That when gold-robed he took the throne 
In that ahyu of blue^ the Spouse 

Might swear his presence shone 



Most like the centre-spike of gold 

Which bums deep in the blue-bell's womb. 

What dme, with ardours manifold. 
The bee goes singing to her groom. 

Drunken and overbold. 

XI 

Mere conchs ! not fit for warp or woc^! 

Till art comes, — comes to pound and squeeze 
And clarify— refines to proof 

The liquor filtered by degrees. 
While the world sunds aloof. 
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XII 

And there's the extract, flasked and fine. 

And prtc^dy and saleable at last ! 
And Hobbsy Nc^bs, Stokes and Nokes combine 

To paint the future from the past. 
Put blue into their line. 

XIII 

Hobbs hints blue, — straight he turtle eats. 

Nobbs prints blue,— -claret crowns his cup. 
Nokes outdares Stokes in azure feats, — 

Both gorge. Who fished the murex up ? 
What porridge had John Keats ? 
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THE HERETIC'S TRAGEDY 

A MIDDLE-AGE INTERLUDE 
(In the original) rosa mundi ; seu, fulcitb mb floribus. 

A CONCEIT OF MASTER GY8BRBCHT, CANON-REGULAR 
OF SAINT JODOCUS-BY-THE-BARy YPRES CITY. 

CANTUQUEy Firgiiius. and hath often been sung 

AT HOCK-TIDB AND FESTIVALS. CAVISU8 ERAM^ 

Jissidis. 

(It would teem to be a glimpse from the burning of Jacques 
du Bourg-Molay, at Paris^ a.d. 13 14; as distorted by the re- 
fraction from Flemish brain to brain, during the course of a 
couple of centuries^ — ^R. B.) 



PRE-ADM0NI8HBTH THE ABBOT DEODAET 

The Lordy we look to once for all. 

Is the Lord we should look at^ all at once : 

He knows not to vary, saith St. Paul, 

Nor the shadow of turning, for the nonce. 
»9» 
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See Him no other than as he is ; 

Give both the Infinites their due — 
Infinite mercj, but, I wis. 

As infinite a justice too. 

[Organ : plagaUtadence. 

As infinite a justice too. 



ONE SINGETH 

John, Master of the Temple of God, 

Falling to sin the Unknown Sin, 
What he bought of Emperor Aldabrod, 

He sold it to Sultan Saladin — 
Till, caught by Pope Clement, a-buzzing there, 

Hornet-prince of the mad wasps' hive. 
And dipt of his wings in Paris square, 

They bring him now to be burned alive. 

\And wanteth there grace of lute or ckvicithem, ye 
shall say to confirm him who singgth — 

We bring John now to be burned alive. 
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III 

In the midst b z goodly gallows built; 

Twixt fork and fork, a stake is stack ; 
But first they set divers tumbrils a-tilt. 

Make a trench all round with the city muck; 
Inside they pile log upon log, good store ; 

Faggots not few, blocks great and small. 
Reach a man's mid-thigh, no less, no more, — 

For they mean he should roast in the sight of all. 

CHORUS 

We mean he should roast in the sight of all. 



Good sappy bavins that kindle forthwith ; 

Billets that blaze substantial and slow ; 
Kne-stump split deftly, dry as pith ; 

Larch-heart that chars to a chalk-white glow : 
Then up they hoist me John in a chafe. 

Sling him fast like a hog to scorch. 
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Spit in his fiice^ then leap back safe. 

Sing ** Laodes " and bid clap-to the torch. 

CHORUS 

Laus DiQ — ^wko bids clap-to the torch. 

V 

John of the Temple, whose fame so bragged. 

Is burning alive in Paris square ! 
How can he curse, if his mouth is gagged ? 

Or wriggle his neck, with a collar there ? 
Or heave his chest, while a band goes round I 

Or threat with his fist, since his arms are spliced ? 
Or kick with his feet, now his legs are bound ? 

— ^Thinks John — I will call upon Jesus Christ. 

[Here one crossetb Intnself. 

VI 

Jesus Christ — ^John had bought and sold, 
Jesus Christ — John had eaten and drunk ; 

To him, the Flesh meant silver and gold, 
(^tf/ri reverentid*) 
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Now it wts, ** Saviour, bountiful lamb, 

I have roasted thee Turks, though men roast 
me. 

See thy servant, the plight wherein I am ! 
Art thou a Saviour ? Save thou me ! " 

CHORUS 

Tis John the mocker cries. Save thou me ! 

VII 

Who maketh God's menace an idle word ! 

— Saith, it no more means what it proclaims, 
Than a damsel's threat to her wanton bird ? 

For she too prattles of ugly names. 
— Saith, he knoweth but one thing, — ^what he knows ? 

That God is good and the rest is breath ; 
Why else is the same styled, Sharon's rose ? 

Once a rose, ever a rose, he saith. 

CHORUS 

Oh, John shall yet £nd a ro^ he saith ! 
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VIII 

Alack, there be roses and roses, John ! 

Some, honied of taste, like your leman's tongue. 
Some, bitter — ^for why ? (roast gaily on !) 

Their tree struck root in devil's dung ! 
When Paul once reasoned of righteousness 

And of temperance and of judgment to come, 
Good Felix trembled, he could no less — 

John, snickering, crook'd his wicked thumb. 

CHORUS. 

What Cometh to John of the wicked thumb ? 

IX 

Ha ha, John plucks now at his rose 
To rid himself of a sorrow at heart ! 

Lo, — petal on petal, fierce rays unclose ; 
Anther on anther, sharp spikes outstart ; 

And with blood for dew the bosom boils ; 
And a gust of sulphur is all its smell ^ 
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And loy he is horribly in the toils 
Of a coal-black giant flower of Hell ! 

CHORUS 

What maketh Heaven, that maketh Hell. 



Soy as John called now, through the fire amain. 

On the Name, he had cursed with, all his lile- 
To the Person, he bought and sold again — 

For the Face, with his daily buffets rife — 
Feature by feature It took its place ! 

And his voice like a mad dog's choking bark 
At the steady Whole of the Judge's Face — 

Died. Forth John's soul flared into the dark. 

SUBJOINETH THE ABBOT DEODAET 

God help all poor souls lost in the dark ! 
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I WONDER do you feci to-day 

As I have felt, since, hand in han^ 

We sat down on the grass, to stray 
In spirit better through the land, 

This morn of Rome and May I 



For me, I touched a thought, I know, 
Has tantalised me many times, 

(Like turns of thread the spiders throw 
Mocking across our path) for rhymes 

To catch at and let go. 
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III 
Help me to hold it : first it left 

The yellowing fennel, ran to seed 
There, branching from the brickwork's deft, 

Some old tomb's rain : yonder weed 
Took up the floating weft. 



Where one small orange cup amassed 

Five beetles, — blind and green they grope 

Among the honey-meal, — and last 
Everywhere on the grassy slope 

I traced it. Hold it fiist ! 



The champaign with its endless fleece 
Of feathery grasses everywhere ! 

Silence and passion, joy and peace. 
An everlasting wash of air — 

Rome's ghost since her decease. 
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VI 

Such life there, through sach lengths of hours. 

Such miracles performed in play. 
Such primal naked forms of flowers. 

Such letting Nature have her way 
While Heaven looks from its towers. 

VII 

How say you ? Let us, O my dove. 

Let us be unashamed of soul. 
As earth lies bare to heaven above. 

How is it under our control 
To love or not to love ? 

VIII 

I would that you were all to me. 

You that are just so much, no more — 

Nor yours, nor mine, — ^nor slave nor free ! 
Where does the i&ult lie ? what the core 

Of the wound, since wound must be ? 
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IX 

I would I could adopt your will. 
See with your eyes^ and set my heart 

Beating by yours^ and' drink my fill 

At your soul's springs, — ^your part, my part 

In life, for good and ill. 

X 

No. I yearn upward — ^touch you close, 
Then stand away. I kiss your cheek, 

Catch your soul's warmth, — I pluck the rose 
And love it more than tongue can speak — 

Then the good minute goes. 

XI 

Already how am I so far 

Out of that minute ? Must I go 

Still like the thistle-ball, no bar. 

Onward, whenever light winds blow, 

Fixed by no friendly star ? 
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XII 

Just when I seemed about to learn ! 

Where is the thread now ? Off again ! 
The old trick ! Only I discern — 

Infinite passion and the pain 
Of finite hearts that yearn. 
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A GRAMMARIAN'S FUNERAL 

iTime — Shortly after the revival of learning in Europe.] 

Let as begin and cany up this corpse. 

Singing together. 
Leave we the common crofts, the vulgar thorpes. 

Each in its tether 
Sleeping safe on the bosom of the plain, 

Cared-fbr till cock-crow. 
Look out if yonder's not the dajr again 

Rimming the rock-row ! 
That's the appropriate country — there, man's thought. 

Rarer, intenser, 
Self-gathered for an outbreak, as it ought. 

Chafes in the censer ! 
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Leave we the unlettered plain its herd and crop ; 

Seek we sepulture 
On a tall mountain, citied to the top. 

Crowded with culture ! 
All the peaks soar, but one the rest excels ; 

Clouds overcome it ; 
Noy yonder sparkle is the citadel's 

Circling its summit ! 
Thither our path lies — ^wind we up the heights — 

Wait ye the warning I 
Our low life was the level's and the night's ; 

He's for the morning ! 
Step to a tuncy square chests, erect the head, 

'Ware the beholders ! 
This is our master, famous, calm, and dead. 

Borne on our shoulders. 



Sleep, crop and herd ! sleep, darkling thorpe and croft. 
Safe from the weather ! 
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He, whom we convoy to his graTe aloft. 

Singing together, 
He was a man born with thy £ice and throat. 

Lyric Apollo ! 
Long he lived nameless : how should spring take note 

Winter would follow } 
Till lo, the little touch, and youth was gone ! 

Cramped and diminished. 
Moaned he, ** New measures, other feet anon ! 

My dance is finished } " 
No, that's the world's way ! (keep the mountain-side. 

Make for the city.) 
He knew the signal, and stepped on with pride 

Over men's pity ; 
Left play for work, and grappled with the world 

Bent on escaping : . 
" What's in the scroll," quoth he, " thou keepest furled ? 

Shew me their shaping. 
Theirs, who most studied man, the bard and sage, — 

Give ! " — So he gowned him, 
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Straight got by heart that book to its last page : 

Leamedy we found him ! 
Yea, but we found him bald too^ — eyes like lead, 

Accents uncertain : 
** Time to taste life/' another would have said, 

" Up with the curtain ! " 
This man said rather, ** Actual life comes next } 

Patience a moment ! 
Grant I have mastered learning's crabbed text, 

Still, there's the comment. 
Let me know all. Prate not of most or least. 

Painful or easy : 
Even to the crumbs I'd fain eat up the feast. 

Ay, nor feel queasy ! " 
Oh, such a life as he resolved to live. 

When he had learned it. 
When he had gathered all books had to give ; 

Sooner, he spurned it I 
Image the whole, then execute the parts — 

Fancy the fabric 
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Qaitei ere 70a build^ ere steel strike fire from quartz. 
Ere mortar dab brick ! 

(Here's the town-gate reached : there's the market- 
place 

Gaping before us.) 
Yea, this in him was the peculiar grace 

(Hearten our chorus) 
Still before living he'd learn how to live— - 

No end to learning. 
Earn the means first — God surely will contrive 

Use for our earning. 
Othen mistrust and say — ** But time escapes,— 

Live now or never ! " 
He said, "What's Time ? leave Now for dogs and apes ! 

Man has Forever." 
Back to his book then : deeper drooped his head ; 

Calculus racked him : 
Leaden before, his eyes grew dross of lead ; 

Tussis attacked him. 
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** Now, Master, take a little rest ! " — not he ! 

(Caution redoubled ! 
Step two a-breast, the way winds narrowly.) 

Not a whit troubled, 
Back to his studies, fresher than at first. 

Fierce as a dragon 
He, (soul-hydroptic with a sacred thirst) 

Sucked at the flagon. 
Oh, if we draw a circle premature. 

Heedless of £ir gain, 
<jreedy for quick returns of profit, sure. 

Bad is our bargain ! 
Was it not great ? did not he throw on God, 

(He loves the burthen) — 
God's task to make the heavenly period 

Perfect the earthen ? 
Did not he magnify the mind, shew clear 

Just what it all meant ! 
He would not discount life, as fools do here. 

Paid by instalment ! 
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He ventured neck or nothing*-he«ven'8 succetf 

Founds or earth's failure : 
" Wilt thou truft death or not I " he tntwcred ** Yes. 

Hence with life's pale lure ! " 
That low man seeb a little thing to do. 

Sees it and does it : 
This high man, with a great thing to pursue. 

Dies ere he knows it. 
That low man goes on adding one to one^ 

His hundred's soon hit : 
This high man, aiming at a million, 

Misses an unit. 
That, has the world here — ^should he need the next. 

Let the world mind him I 
This, throws himself on God, and unperplext 

Seeking shall find Him. 
So, with the throttling hands of Death at strife. 

Ground he at grammar ; 
Still, thro' the rattle, parts of speech were rife. 

While he could stammer 
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He sctded Hoi?s business — let it be ! — 

Properly based Oun — 
Gave us the doctrine of the enclitic De^ 

Dead from the waist down. 
Welly here's the platform^ here's the proper place. 

Hail to your purlieus 
All ye highfliers of the feathered race, 

Swallows and curlews ! 
Here's the top-peak ! the multitude below 

Live, for they can there. 
This man decided not to Live but Know — 

Bury this man there ! 
Here — there's his place, where meteors shoot,cloud8 form. 

Lightnings are loosened. 
Stars come and go ! let joy break with the storm — 

Peace let the dew send ! 
Lofty designs must close in like effects : 

Loftily lying. 
Leave him — still loftier than the world suspects. 

Living and dying. 
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All June I bound the rose in sheaves. 
Now, rose by rose, I strip the leaves. 
And strew them where Pauline may pass. 
She will not turn aside ? Alas ! 
Let them lie. Suppose they die ? 
The chance was they might take her eye, 

II 

Mow many a month I strove to suit 
These stubborn fingers to the lute ! 
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To-day I venture all I know. 
She will not hear my music ? So I 
Break the string — ^fold music's wing. 
Suppose Pauline had bade me sing ! 

Ill 

My whole life long I learned to love. 
This hour my utmost art I prove 
And speak my passion. — ^Heaven or hell i 
She will not give me heaven ? *Tis well I 
Lose who may — I still can say. 
Those who win heaven, blest are they. 
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I 
June was not over. 

Though past the full. 
And the best of her roses 
Had yet to blow, 
When a man I know 
(But shall not discover, 
Since ears are dull, 
And time discloses) 
Turned him and said with a man^s true air. 
Half sighing a smile in a yawn, as 'twere, — 
If I tire of your June, will she greatly care ? * 
220 
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II 

Well, Dear, in-doors with you ! 

True, serene deadness 
Tries a man's temper. 
What's in the blossom 
June wears on her bosom ? 
Can it clear scores with you ? 
Sweetness and redness, 
Eiuiem semper! 
Go, let me care for it greatly or slightly ! 
If June mends her bowers now, your hand left 

unsightly 
By plucking their roses, — my June will do rightly. 



Ill 



And after, for pastime. 
If June be refulgent 
With flowers in completeness. 
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All petals^ no prickles, 

Delicious as trickles 
Of wine poured at mass-time, — 

And choose One indulgent 

To redness and sweetness : 
Or if, with experience of man and of spider, 
She use my June-lightning, the strong insect-ridder, 
To stop the fresh spinning, — why, June will consider. 
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Stop playing^ poet ! may a brother speak } 
*Ti8 you speak, that's your error. Song's our art : 
Whereas you please to speak these naked thoughts 
Instead of draping them in sights and sounds. 
— ^True thoughts, good thoughts, thoughts fit to 

treasure up ! 
But why such long prolusion and display. 
Such turning and adjustment of the harp. 
And taking it upon your breast at length, 
Only to speak dry words across its strings ? 
Stark-naked thought is in request enough — 
223 
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Speak prose and holloa it till Europe hears ! 
The six-foot Swiss tube, braced about with bark, 
Which helps the hunter's voice from Alp to Alp- 
Exchange our harp for that, — who hinders you ? 

But here's your fault ; grown men want thought, 
you think ; 
Thought's what they mean by verse, and seek in verse : 
Boys seek for images and melody. 
Men must have reason — ^ you aim at men. 
Quite otherwise ! Objects throng our youth, 'tis true, 
We see and hear and do not wonder much. 
If you could tell us what they mean, indeed ! 
As Swedish Boshme never cared for plants 
Until it happed, a-walking in the fields. 
He noticed all at once that plants could speak. 
Nay, turned with loosened tongue to talk with him. 
That day the daisy had an eye indeed — 
Colloquised with the cowslip on such themes ! 
We find them extant yet in Jacob's prose. 
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But by the time youth slips a stage or two 

While readiBg prose in that tough book he wrote, 

(Collating, and em^idating the same 

And settling on the sense most to our mind) 

We shut the clasps and find life's summer past. 

Then, who helps more, pray, to repair our loss — 

Another Boehme with a tougher book 

And subtler meanings of what roses say, — 

Or some stout Mage like him of Halberstadt, 

John, who made things Boehme wrote thoughts about ? 

He with a " look you ! " vents a brace of rhymes. 

And in there breaks the sudden rose herself. 

Over us, under, round us every side. 

Nay, in and out the tables and the chairs 

And musty volumes, Bcehme's book and all, — 

Buries us with a gloiy, young once more, 

Pouring heaven into this shut house of life. 

So come, the harp back to your heart again 
You are a poem, though your poem's naught. 
VOL. II. Q 
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The best of all yon did before, believe. 

Was your own boy*8-fiice o'er the finer chords 

Bent, following the cherub at the top 

That points to God with his paired half-moon wings. 
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This is a spray the Bird dung to. 

Making it blossom with pleastire. 
Ere the high tree-top she sprung to. 

Fit for her nest and her treasure. 

Ohy what a hope beyond measure 
Was the poor spra/s, which the flying feet hung to^ — 
So to be singled out, built in, and sung to ! 

II 

This is a heart the Queen leant on. 
Thrilled in a minute erratic^ 

227 
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Ere the true bosom she bent on. 

Meet for love's regal dalmatic. 

Oh, what a fancy ecstatic 
Was the poor heart's, ere the wanderer went on — 
Love to be saved for it, proffered to, spent on ! 
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TO X. B. B. 



There they are, my fifty men and women 
Naming me the fifty poems finished ! 
Take them. Love, the book and me together. 
Where the heart lies, let the brain lie ^Iso. 



Ra&el made a century of sonnets. 
Made and wrote them in a certain volume 
Dinted with the silver-pointed pencil 
Else he only used to draw Madonnas : 
These, the world might view — ^but One, the volume. 
Who that one, you ask ? Your heart instructs you. 
229 
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Did she live and love it all her life-time ! 
Did she drop, his- lady of the sonnets. 
Die, and let it drop beside her pillow 
Where it lay in place of Ra&el's glory, 
Rafiiel's cheek so duteous and so loving — 
Cheeky the world was wont to hail a painter's, 
Rafael's cheek, her love had tamed a poet's ! 

Ill 

Yon and I would rather read that volume, 
(Taken to his beating bosom by it) 
Lean and list the bosom-beats of Rafael, 
Would we not ? than wonder at Madonnas — 
Her, San Sisto names, and Her, Foligno, 
Her, that visits Florence in a vision. 
Her, that's left with lilies in the Louvre — 
Seen by us and all the world in circle. 

nr 

You and I will never read that volume. 
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Guido Reniy like his own qre's apple 

Guarded long the treasnre-book and loved it. 

Gnido Reni dying, all Bologna 

Cried, and the world with it, ** Ours — the treasure I '* 

Suddenly, as rare things will, it vanished. 



Dante once prepared to paint an angel : 
Whom to please ? You whisper ** Beatrice." 
While he mused and traced it and retraced it, 
(Peradventure with a pen corroded 
Still by drops of that hot ink he dipped for, 
When, his left-hand i' the hair o' the wicked. 
Back he held the brow and pricked its stigma. 
Bit into the live man's flesh £>r parchment. 
Loosed him, laughed to see the writing rankle, 
Let the wretch go festering thro* Florence) — 
Dante, who loved well because he hated. 
Hated wickedness that hinders loving, 
Pmit^ standing, studying his ang;el, — 
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In there broke the fiolk of his Infomo. 
Says he — ** Certain people of importance '* 
(Such he gave his daily, dreadful line to) 
Entered and would seize, forsooth, the poet. 
Says the poet — ** Then I stopped ray painting." 

VI 

You and I would rather see that angel. 
Painted by the tenderness of Dante, 
Would we not ? — than read a fresh Infemo« 

VII 

You and I will never see that picture. 
While he mused on love and Beatrice, 
While he softened o'er his outlined angd. 
In they broke, those ** people of importance : " 
We and Bice bear the loss forever. 

VIII 

What of Rafael's sonnets, Dante's picture ? 



Digitized 



by Google 



ONE WORD MORE 233 

IX 

This : no artist lives and loves that longs not 

Once, and only once, and for One only, 

(Ah, the prize ! ) to find his love a language 

Fit and fair and simple and sufficient — 

Using nature that's an art to others, 

Not, this one time, art that's turned his nature. 

Ay, of all the artists living, loving. 

None but would forego his proper dowry,— 

Does he paint I he fain would write a poem, — 

Does he write ? he fain would paint a picture, 

Put to proof art alien to the artist's. 

Once, and only once, and for One only. 

So to be the man and leave the artist. 

Save the man's joy, miss the artist's sorrow. 



Wherefore i Heaven's gift takes earth's abatement ! 
He who ^tes the rock and spreads the water, 
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Bidding drink and live a crowd beneath him. 

Even he, the minute makes immortal. 

Proves, perchance, his mortal in the minute. 

Desecrates, belike, the deed in doing. 

While he smites, how can he but remember. 

So he smote before, in such a peril. 

When they stood and mocked — ^ Shall smiting help 

usT' 
When they drank and sneered — *^ A stroke is easy ! ** 
When they wiped their mouths and went their journey. 
Throwing him for thanks — ** But drought was plea- 
sant.'* 
Thtis old memories mar the actual triumph ; 
Thus the doing savours of disrelish ; 
Thus achievement lacks a gracious somewhat ; 
O'er-importuned brows becloud the mandate. 
Carelessness or consciousness, the gesture. 
For he bears an ancient wrong about him. 
Sees and knows again those phalanxed fiices. 
Hears, yet one time more, the 'customed prdod?— ^ 
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" How should'sc thou, of all men, smite, and save us l^ 
Guesses what is like to prove the sequel — 
"Egypt's flesh-pots — nay, the drought was better." 

XI 

Oh, the crowd must have emphatic warrant ! 
Theirs, the Sinai-forehead's cloven brilliance, 
Right-arm's rod-sweep, tongue's imperial fiat. 
Never dares the man put off the prophet. 

ZII 

Did he love one face from out the thousands, 
(Were she Jethro's daughter, white and wifely, 
Were she but the Ethiopian bondslave,) 
He would envy yon dumb patient camel. 
Keeping a reserve of scanty water 
Meant to save his own life in the desert ; 
Ready in the desert to deliver 
(Kneeling down to let his breast be opened) 
Hoard and life together for his mistress* 
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XIII 

I shall never, in the years remaining. 

Paint you pictures, no, nor carve you statues, 

Make you music that should all-express me ; 

Sq it seems : I stand on my attainment. 

This of verse alone, one life allows me ; 

Verse and nothing else have I to give you. 

Other heights in other lives, God willing — 

All the gifts from all the heights, your own. Love ! 

XIV 

Yet a semblance of resource avails us — 
Shade so finely touched, love's sense must seize it. 
Take these lines, look lovingly and nearly. 
Lines I write the first time and the last time. 
He who works in firesco, steals a hair-brush. 
Curbs the liberal hand, subservient proudly. 
Cramps his spirit, crowds its all in little, 
Makes a strange art of an art familiar, 
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Fills his lad/s missAl-marge with flowerets. 

He who blows thro' bronze, tnay breiithe thro* silver, 

Fitly serenade a slumbrous princess, 

He who writes, may write for once, as I do. 



XV 

Love, you saw me gather men and women. 
Live or dead or fashioned by my fancy, 
Enter each and all, and use their service. 
Speak from every mouth, — ^the speech, a poem. 
Hardly shall I tell tny joys and sorrows, 
Hopes and fears, belief and disbelieving : 
I am mine and yours — the rest be all men's, 
Karshook, Cleon, Norbert arid the fifty. 
Let me speak this once in my true person. 
Not as Lippo, Roland or Andrea, 
Though the fruit of speech be just this sentence — 
Pray you, look on these my men and women, 
Take and keep my fifty poems finished ; 
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Where my heart lies, let my brain lie also ! 
Poor the speech ; be how I speak, for all things. 



Not but that you know me ! Lo, the moon's self ! 
Here in London, yonder late in Florence, 
Still we find her face, the thrice-transfigured. 
Curving on a sky imbrued with colour. 
Drifted over Fiesole by twilight. 
Came she, our new crescent of a hair's-breadth. 
Full she flared it, lamping Samminiato, 
Rounder 'twixt the cypresses and rounder. 
Perfect till the nightingales applauded. 
Now, a piece of her old sel^ impoverished. 
Hard to greet, she traverses the houserooft, 
Hurries with unhandsome thrift of silver. 
Goes dispiritedly, — glad to finish. 

ZVII 

What, there's nothing in the moon note-worthy ! 
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Nay — for if that moon could love a mortal. 

Use, to charm him (so to fit a £mcy) 

All her magic ('tis the old sweet mythos) 

She would turn a new side to her mortal. 

Side unseen of herdsman, huntsman, steersman — 

Blank to Zoroaster on his terrace. 

Blind to Galileo on his turret. 

Dumb to Homer, dumb to Keats — him, even ! 

Think, the wonder of the moonstruck mortal — 

When she turns round, comes again in heaven, 

Opens out anew for worse or better ? 

Proves she like some portent of an ice-berg 

Swimming full upon the ship it founders. 

Hungry with huge teeth of splintered chrystals ? 

Proves she as the paved-work of a sapphire 

Seen by Moses when he climbed the mountain I 

Moses, Aaron, Nadab and Abihu 

Climbed and saw the very God, the Highest, 

Stand upon the paved-work of a sapphire. 

Like the bodied heaven in his clearness 
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Shone the fltone, the stpphire of thtt ptred-^ork. 
When they ate tnd drank and saw God also ! 

XVIII 

Whatiwere seen I None knows, none ever shall know. 

Only this is sure — the sight were oi^er. 

Not the moon's same side, bom late in Plorencey 

Dying now impoverished here in London. 

God be thankedy the meanest of his creatures 

Boasts two soul-sides, one to face the world with. 

One to show a woman when he loves her. 

XIX 

This I say of me, but think of you, Lov6 ! 

This to you — ^yourself my moon of poets ! 

Ah, but that's the world's side — there's the wondor — 

Thus they see you, praise you, think they know 7011, 

There, in turn I stand with them and pmtse you, 

Out of my own sel^ I dare to phrase it. 

But the best is when I glide fipom out thesf, 
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Cross a step or two of dubious twilight, 
Come out on the other side, the novel 
Silent silver lights and darks undreamed of 
Where I hush and bless myself with silence. 



Oh, their Rafael of the dear Madonnas, 
Oh, their Dante of the dread Inferno, 
Wrote one song — and in my brain I sing it, 
Drew one angel — borne, see, on my bosom ! 



THE END 



VOL. II 
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Lotfe among the Ruins, — This poem fonns a fitting prelude to 
the pieces originally presented in the two volumes of ^^ Men and 
Women." Love is the highest element in human life; its 
presence is sufficient to compensate for all other losses. The 
scene is a grass- covered plain where once a ** great and gay" city 
stood. Of this material splendour no trace remains except a 
turret — itself an insignificant part of the " sublime tower " from 
which the king and his court looked out upon the chariot races. 
TAen the landscape was alive with human energy, diversified with 
groves and colonnades, roads, bridges and aqueducts, and the 
mountains were topped with temples. Now there is neither tree 
nor stone to break the level of the plain, and the tinkle of the 
sheep-bell is the only sign of life. But there is something that 
makes the " solitary pasture " and the " quiet-coloured eve " 
more splendid than the brightness of the city's day. The 
shepherd knows that in the little turret a " girl with eager eyes 
and yellow hair " waits for him $ and ** Love is best ! " 

Observe that the artistic effect is gained by the use of 
" contrast." The uniformity of the plain as the shepherd sees it 
is set against the variety and fulness of the life with which it was 
endowed by tlie city*s presence. Whole centuries of life in 
material abundance are cast in the scales against the passion of a 
shepherd for a peasant girl. 

The person of the monologue is the shepherd-lover. 

245 
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II 

A Loveri* Quarrel is a nineteenth- century analysis of the 
Roman's "Amantium ira redintegratio amoris." In the 
winter, when '*the mesme riser, snow," had put the earth to sleep, 
the lovers were happy in themselves j and neither snow nor wind 
penetrated the ingle of their love. Anything — a piece of news 
from Ihe Tbnes^ table-turning, or any lover's conceit — ^was 
enough to make their life full and joyous. But one evening an 
ill-natured word spoken at random separated them. And now, 
says the man, what is the good of the Spring, of the blue sky 
and the hawthorn-spray, of the dancing streams, and all the 
welcome and warmth of tlie sun-lit world ? My Lovii amty^ I 
would rather have November come; when we shall both be 
driven by the cold of the outside world to seek the shelter of a 
roof. Let it be only a " bare-walled crypt" ; yet if we arc together 
again, our hearts will lose their chill. 

Stanza i. Id m Ihf that the Uue were grey. The same 
impatience of human grief in the presence of a blythe and beautiful 
nature is expressed by Burns. 

" Ye flowery banks o' bonnie Doon, 
How can ye bloom sae fair ; 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
And I sae fii' of care ? 

ThouMl break my heart, thou bonny bird, 

That sings upon the bough. 
Thou minds me of the happy days 

When my fause Luve was true," 

Stanza 9. Drest in a sledging cap and •vest. See htrod, 
p. xliv (Browning's Realism.) 

Stanzas 14, 15. Woman . . . Lvoe, He appeals to heron 
two separate grounds — the material, he was her own; the 
spiritual, she was his soul's light. . 

Stanza 16. A VMmCi pin-frieK The parasitic worm, small as 
it is, can injure the heart, the supreme organ of the physical 
system, by penetrating into the blood. 
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Stanza 17. Wrong in the one thing rare. It is because he 
loves his mistress so greatly, that he resents so bitterly the fault 
which she has shown. To the world he is indifferent, and 
therefore he can bear its kindness or its cruelty with equanimity, 
but wrong in her^ 

" Wrong in the one thing rare — 
Oh, it is hard to bear I " 

Stanza 20. Then, were the world well strtpt, , . . Conj, 
George Meredith ; '* The compensation for Injustice is, that in 
that dark Ordeal we gather the worthiest around us." (Richard 
Fevcrel.) 

The person of the monologue is a man deserted by the woman 
whom he loves. 

in 

Evelyn Hope, A middle-aged man sits by the side of a dead 
girL She barely knew him, yet in spite of differences of age and 
circumstance he has conceived an undying passion of love for her. 
What more hopeless ? But his passion is not hopeless $ for God 
places no want in the soul of man that is not destined to be 
satisfied. 

"... for God above 
Is great to grant, as mighty to make, 
jSnd creates the love to reward the love" 

He knows not when, or how, fulfilment will come ; only that 
some day it will come. However many lives he may live, or 
however many worlds he may traverse, he will find Evelyn Hope 
at last : since, until he does this, he will miss one thing in his 
" soul's fiill scope." 

The poem is based upon the same thought as Christina, Any 
manifestation of love is a manifestation of the power of God, and 
as such it cannot be frustrated. In Evelyn Hope a passion that 
cannot be realised on earth is to be realised in the life-to-come. 
In Christina the union of souls, although momentary, was mutual ; 
and it was ended by the woman's will. But the man had 
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caught ** God's secret," and by the realisation of the love passion 
on earth attained the compledon of his spiritual being. 

"... The secret's mine now ! 
She has lost me, I have gained her ; 
Her souPs mine : and thus, grown perfect, 
I shall pass my life's remainder." 

Stanza i. She plucked that piece of geranlum-Jlower, Notice 
how Browning brings the scene into the mind of the reader by 
emphasising the presence of common objects. He notices just 
what the reader would have noticed himself, if he had been there. 
See Jhtrod, p. idiv. 

Stanza 5. But the time will come. In a letter of Nov. 27, 
1845, ^^^^' ^i^ Barrett*s first refusal of Browning's proposal of 
marriage had been modified, he writes : " In the pride and 
security of this present stage [my love] has reached — I would 
gladly learn, by the full lights now, what an insufficient glimmer 
it grew from, . . . but there never has been charge, only develop- 
ment and increased knowledge and strengthened feeling — ^I was 
made and meant to look for you and wait for you and become 
yours for ever." {Letter s^ &c.) 

Stanza 7. My heart seemed Jidl as it could hold, Thb u an 
exclamation embodying a supposed objection on the part of the 
*^ Evelyn" whom he apostrophises. It is answered in the two 
lines following. 

The person of the monologue is the man who bids the dead 
girl keep tryst with him in the after-world. 

IV 

Up at a Villa — Down in the City, An Italian gentleman con- 
trasts life in the country (Up at a Villa), and in the town (Down 
in the City-square). He much prefers the bustle and movement 
of the town to the quiet of the country — the works of man to the 
creatures of Nature. But things are dear in the city, and he is 
short of money; so it has to be " the villa" for him — not "the 
city." 

Stanza 8. The stunning cicala is shrill. A swarm of cicalas 
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(tree-crickets) in a tree collectively produce a noise which is 
properly described by the epithet *' stunning." Individually the 
sound emitted is " shrill." Even the cicalas feel the efFect of the 
long, hot summer. Instead of the sonorous energy of the whole 
swarm, the shrill cry of the few that arc still active is all there is 
to hear. 

The person of the monologue is the Italian townsman. 



A JVomcaii last word. There is danger in the strife of words — 
we are like birds quarrelling, while a hawk is on the bough — 
hush! 

Stanza 4. fVkat so false as truth is. A man's point of view 
is different from a woman's. If a woman tries to explain her 
feelings and action in the terms of her own nature, she may give 
an entirely false impression to a man who interprets her words in 
the terms of his (man*s) nature. In such cases, what is '^ truth " 
to the woman, is "false" to the man. The logic of feeling is 
better than the logic of words, and it is better not to try to put 
into words decisions which are based upon instinct and emotion. 
The same idea of the insufficiency of words to express feeling is 
found in Fifine at the Fair : 

''Ah, Musicy wouldst thou help? Words struggle with the 

weight 
So feebly of the False, thick element between 
Our soul, the True, and Truth ! " 

Music is the least definite of the fine arts in its medium of 
expression, and for this reason is most capable of reproducing the 
vague field of the emotions — which is, indeed, its special field of 
representation. (See the Editor's Principles of Criticism, p. 131, 
2nd ed. ) In Abt ^oglery Browning goes so rar as to assert not 
merely that music can express emotions which cannot be ex- 
pressed in words, but that its power is due to " the finger of God " 
— }.«., to principles and processes higher than those by which the 
compositions of the other arts are produced. 
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The person of the monologue is a woman who feels that, while 
she is right from her point of view, the man may also be right 
from his — although she cannot understand it. The metre sug- 
gests the short breaths, and broken speech, of a woman who is 
sobbing. The simple diction (the words are in one or two 
syllables), and the skill with which the metre b used to emphasize 
the passion of the words, invest this poem with its conspicuous 
excellence of artistic effect. For the general sense, of the poem as 
bearing upon Browning's conception of the passion of Love, the 
reader is referred to the following passage from Mr. Henry Jones* 
Brofwnh^ : as a Philosophical and Rel^ious Teacher, This passage, 
it will bt noted, also provides a useral commentary upon Ev^fn 
Hope, 

** Browning never forgets [the] moral or religious quality of 
love. So pure is this emotion to the poet, * so perfect in whiteness, 
that it will not take pollution ; but, ermine-like, is armed from 
dishonour by its own soft snow. * In the corruptest hearts, amidst 
the worst sensuality, love is still a power divine, making for all 
goodness. Even when it is kindled into flame by an illicit touch, 
and wars against the life of the family, which is its own product, 
its worth is supreme. He who has learnt to love in any way, 
has * caught God's secret.' How he has caught it, whom he 
loves, whether or not he is loved in return, all these things 
matter little. The paramount question on which hangs man's 
fate is, has ^e learned to love another, any other, Fifine or Elvire. 
* She has lost me,' said the unloved lover ; * I have gained her. 
Her soul's mine. ' " 

" The supreme worth of love, the mere emodon itsdf, however 
called into activity, secures it against all time. No one who 
understands Browning in the least can accuse him of touching 
with a rash hand the sanctity of the family; rather he places it 
on the basis of its own principle, and thereby makes for it the 
strongest defence. Such love as he speaks of, however irregular 
its manifestation or sensuous its setting, can never be confounded 
with lust — * hell's own blue tint' It is further removed from 
lust than even asceticism is. It has not even a negative attitude 
towards the flesh ; but finds the flesh to be * stuff for trans- 
mitting,' and reduces it to the uses of the spirit. The love 
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which is sung by Browning is more pure and free, and is set in a 
higher altitude than anything that can be reduced by the way of 
negation. It is a consecration of the undivided self, so that * soul 
helps not flesh more, than flesh helps soul.* It is not only a 
spiritual and divine emotion, but it also * shows a heart within, 
blood-tinctured with a veined humanity,* " (pp. 167-8). 

VI 

¥ra Lifpo Lij>pt, the person of the monologue, is the famous 
painter of the Italian quatro-cento. He was born at Florence in 
1412; his mother died during his infancy, and his father — a 
butcher — two years after his birth. His aimt, Monna Lapaccio, 
took charge of him, and in 1420 he was admitted to the Carmelite 
Convent of the Carmine. During the years 1430-2 he worked 
at the decoration of the monastery. He left the community in 
1432; but it appears that he was not entirely relieved of his 
monastic vows. He became chaplain of the Convent of 
S. Giovannius in Florence, in 1452, and rector of S. Quirico at 
I«egnaia, in 1457. Fra Filippo Lippi was buried at Spoleto, in 
1469, and a monument was erected to his memory by Lorenzo 
the Magnificent. The Medici, from Cosmo (called fater pairtae) 
onwards, were his constant patrons. Sandro Botticelli was one of 
his pupils. He saw Lucrezia Buti, when he was engaged upon 
the picture for the Convent Chapel of St Margaret of Prato, 
which he began in 1458. According to Vasari he had a son by 
her — Filippino Lippi, also celebrated for his painting. The same 
authority tells us that Fra Lippo earned large sums of money, 
but that he spent his earnings in " firequently recurring amours." 

When the monologue commences Fra Lippo has been found by 
the watch in the streets of Florence after midnight, and is re- 
quired to give an account of himself. 

The poem has a twofold interest — ethical and artistic. In 
respect of the first aspect it belongs to a group of which Biihop 
BIm^am*s jipolcgy and Prince Hokenstiel-Sckwar^au are the most 
complete examples. In these poems Browning is not concerned 
with justifying, but with explaining, the characters of historic 
f>et8onages therein portrayed. Perhaps he leans rather towards 



Digitized 



by Google 



25* NOTES 

that hopeful view of human nature which underlies all his ethical 
thought — the view that every man, however vicious or un- 
principled, has some element of good in him in virtue of which 
he may be connected with the universal Principle of Good. In 
respect of the second aspect — the art interest — the poem must be 
connected with Andrea del Sarto^ Old Pictures in Florence^ Pictor 
J^tus^ and for music, with Abt Vogler^ Master Hugues of Saxe 
Gotha, A Toccata ofGaluppi 'j, and others, in which £e character 
of the artist-nature is exhibited in close relationship both to the 
processes of the several arts and the essential unity of the artistic 
function in its separate manifestations. In reading what Browning 
has written with reference to the technical processes of the several 
arts and the principles which underlie all manifestations of art in 
general, it must be remembered that he was qualified in a unique 
degree to understand such sabjects. Himself a poet, he had a 
practical knowledge of the sister arts of painting, sculpture, and 
music. In Italy he spent whole days in learning to model in 
clay ; he not only studied pictures but he painted them ; he did 
not merely listen to the performances of professional musicians, 
he played upon the organ — the master instrument — himself. 
Rossetti was equally great as poet and painter ; but it may be said 
that he would have been greater in either art, if his poetic and 
pictorial qualities had not been intermingled in his productions. 
But Browning's attainments in the sister arts were too humble to 
permit any of these to lessen or limit the free play of his highest 
faculties in the service of poetry. They were kept in an ancillary 
position; and the insight and technical knowledge with which 
his practice of them ennched him, contributed to the splendour 
and completeness of his poetic achievement. 

1. 7. The Carmine^ my cluster. The Church of the Carmine 
(in Florence) contains the Brancacci Chapel, celebrated for its 
mural paintings : the monastery was almost entirely destroyed by 
fire in 1771. 

1. 189. Here^s Giotto, The firiend of Dante and pupil of 
Cimabue ; he painted the frescoes in the Campo Santo at Pisa, and 
designed the Campanile of the Cathedral at Florence, where he 
was appointed city- architect (1276-13 36-7). 

1. 199. A fine wcy to faint soul, , , . Fra Lippo has shocked 
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the Prior and the brethren of the Order by his realistic treatment 
of sacred subjects. What they wanted was symbolic art. Fra 
Lippo argues that the highest teaching of art is to be found in its 
interpretation of natural forms ; and that " simple beauty and 
nought else " — were it possible to separate beauty from expression 
— ^is " about the best thing God invents." (For art as the ex- 
pression of spiritual beauty by means of physical beauty, see 
Principles of Criticism, 2nd ed. p. 128.) 

1. 235. Brother Ar^elico^s the man, • • . Fra Angelico (Guido 
Santi Tosmi); the Florentine fresco-painter (i 387-1455). 
Brother Lorenxo} Lorenzo Ghiberti, Florentine sculptor and 
architect, Sec. He designed the gate of the Baptistery at Florence 
(1378-r 1455)- 

1. 277. They call him HuUing Tom. Tommaso Guido, called 
Masaccio ("Hulking Tom"), painted in the Church of the 
Carmine (especially in the Brancacci Chapel) from 1423 to 1428. 
His work was not valued during his short life — 1402 to (probably) 
1429 — but Fra Lippo is represented as himself discerning the 
artistic greatness of the then despised painter. 

1. 299. ffVre made so that we love First ivhen %ue see them 
fainted, . . . Even when the artist copies nature he is compelled 
by the conditions of his art to add something. A landscape or a 
portrait, however closely they may reproduce the physical originnls, 
contain the * something more * which the artist gives. His picture 
tells us how he saw the landscape or the person — not merely what 
he saw. He " lends his mind out." 

1. 320. fFhat need oj art at all. Letters, which (singly, or 
in combination) make up the symbols of literature, were 
originally, of course, conventionalised pictures of natural objects. 
Prior to the Hellenic development, both the pictorial art and the 
sculpture of the ancient civilisations of the Nile Valley and Asia 
would appear to have degenerated from a crude naturalism into 
the conventional and symbolic stage. Christian art was rescued 
from a like decline by the Renaissance. 

1. 323. I painted a St, Lawrence, In 1456 Fra Lippo began 
to [paint frescoes (illustrating the history of St John Baptist and 
St Stephen) ui the Choir of the Cathedral at Prato. 

1. 346. Something in Sani Ambrogio*s, This altar-piece, pamted 
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for the nunnery of S. Ambrogio, is now in the Academy of 
Florence. It is held to be one of Fra Lippo's moet successful 
efforts. I shall paint . . . hte ferfictt opus. These lines contain 
a description of the Coronation of the Virgin as portrayed in the 
picture. In the groups of angels and saints, by which she is 
** ringed ** round, the faces of the Bemadine monks can be 
recognised ; and on the right a half-length portrait of Fra Lippo 
himself is introduced, to which the attention of the spectator is 
directed by an angel's scroll bearing the words **l8te perfecit 
opus." 

VII 

A Toccata ofGcHuppi^s, Galuppi Baldassarro (1706-1785) was 
bom on the island of Burano near Venice. His fiither was a 
barber. He was a prolific and accomplished musical composer, 
and the list of his works includes as many as seventy operas. 
From 1 741 to 1744 Galuppi resided in London ; but his master- 
piece was produced at St. Petersburg in 1766. Two years later 
he left Russia and returned to Venice, resuming his former position 
of organist of the Cathedral of S. Marco. 

A toccata (from Italian toccare^ to touch) is a free and brilliant 
composition for the organ or harpsichord : a futasia. 

The person of die monologue is a student of nature who 
believes in the immortality of ^e soul. He addresses the com- 
poser, interrogates him as to the significance of his music, and 
puts replies into his mouth. 

** Galuppi, your music makes me shiver. I know all about the 
gay life of old Venice, though I have never been out of England. 
Yes, in the midst of the dancing, the gallants and their ladies 
would pause to hear you play a toccata. You made diem think 
of life and death~for a moment. And now your music comet 
to tell me that this gay and beautiful life of Venice was only 
* dust and ashes.' It left no room for the soul to grow. But I 
love those 'dear dead women* with their golden hair; you 
make me grow cold — to think that they have altogether 
perished. Is my work after all any better than theirs? " 

Stanzas 7-9. The interpretation of die chords and notes in 
these stancas illustrates Browning's opinion of the sigm'ficance of 
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sound as the medium of the art of music. {See note on Fra 
LipfoLip^, p. aS^-) 

VIII 

By the Fireside, The person of the monologue — ^which is 
lyrical in motive — is a man who is old enough to picture what he 
will do in the ** long dark evenings " of the Autumn of his life. 
He will read Greek — no longer verse but only prose — by the 
fireside, but his thoughts will drift away from the book into a 
long retrospect. [In this retrospect the incidents of die past are 
merged and blended with the physical environment in which they 
occurred.] He will thmk of Italy and the woods above Pella, 
with the peaks of the Alps showing white against the blue sky ; 
and of the bridge leading to the little Chapel with the fresco of 
St. John in the Desert. He will see his wife there, instead of 
watching her by die fireside with her book as he is doing now. 
In the beginning they two drew together " to satisfy life's daily 
thirst, ** but the union has grown now into a perfect accord of 
souls in which thought answers thought. They will go back 
together to the bridge and the chapel — how real it all seems — 
and live over again in thought that '* moment, one and infinite," 
when the " mortal screen " between " his love and her " was 
taken away, and he attained to the full stature of a man. 

On the thought that the mingling of the two lives is a gain to 
both earth and heaven, the following passage by Professor Henry 
Jones affords an admirable commentary : " True love is always an 
mfinite giving, which holds nothing back. It is a spendthrift, 
magnificent in its recklessness, squandering the very essence of 
the self upon its object, and, by doing so, in the end enriching the 
self beyond all counting. For in loving, the individual becomes 
re-impersonated in anodier ; the distinction of Me and Thee is 
swept away, and there pulses in two individuals one warm life. 

**The throwing down of the limits that wall a man within 
himself, the mingling of his own deepest interests with diose of 
others, alvrays mark love — be it love of man for maid, parent for 
child, or patriot for his country. It opens an outlet into die pure 
air of the world of objects, and enables man to escape from the 
stuffed and pcusonous atmosphere of his narrow sdf. It is a 
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streaming outwards of the inmost treasures of the Spirit, 9. 
consecration of its best activities to the wel£ire^ of others '* 
(p. 169). 

Stanza 7. Look at the ruined chapel ^ain, ^^ The scene of 
the declaration in By the Fireside was laid in a little adjacent 
mountain gorge to which he rode or walked," writes Mrs. 
Sutherland Orr. The Brownings were at this time (1853) 
staying near the Bagni di Lucca. (*' Life of Robert Browning.**) 

Stanza 22. Touth^ fiowery all it he way^ there stofa. Life is 
figured as the ascent to a height, and then the continuance along 
the height by a path which passes close to the edge of die abyss 
of death. ** Youth,** i,e.<, that portion of the path which is 
traversed during the period of youth. 

Stanza 38. The influence which the moods of nature exer« 
cise upon man's action is most appreciable when the decisions at 
issue are such as depend upon factors that are in part emotional. 
On the other hand man endows Nature with his own moods. 
See note on '* Childe Roland to the Dark Tower came,** p. 262. 

Stanza 41. Shake the whole tree in the summer prime, Conf. 
R. B. to £. B. B. ^^Will you have a homely illustration? 
There is a tree against our wall here which produced weeks ago 
a gigantic apple — ^which my mother had set her heart on showing 
a cousin of mine who is learned in fruits and trees. I told her 
* You had better pluck it at once — it wUl tall and be spoiled.* 
She thought the next day or two would do its cheeks good, — just 
die next — so there it continued to hang till this morning^ when 
she was about to go out with my sister. I said, * Now is the 
time — ^you are going to my aunt's — let me pluck you the apple.* 
' Oh,' she said, ^ I have been looking at it, trying it, — it hangs 
so firmly, . • • not thts time, thank you ! * So she went with- 
out it, two hours ago — and just now, I turned to the tree with a 
boding presentiment — diere lay our glory, bruised in the dirt, a 
sad wreck ! * Comfort me with apples, for I am sick of love ! ' 
Rather, counsel me through apples ! Do you see the counsel ? " 
The letter from which the above is taken •was written on 
August 31, 1846. Browning is protesting to Miss Barrett 
against the *^ most transient suggestion of fiulure, and parting, and 
an end to all ; ** and he re-asserts die necessity for keeping their 
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own counsel as to their proposed marriage. {Letters of R. B. 
and E. B. B., vol. ii.) 

Stanza 47. fFe ivere mixed at last, Conf. R. B. to £. B. B. 
" My dear Christmas gift of a letter ! I will write back a few 
lines (all I can, having to go out now)— just that I may forever 
— certainly our mortal * forever ' — mix my love for you, and, as 
you suffer me to say, your love for me . . . dearest . . . these 
shall be mixed with the other loves of the day and live therein — 
as I write and trust and know — forever." (Dec. 25, 1845. 
Letters^ vol. i.) 

Stanza 52. By the fire-side now, Conf. R. B. to E. B. B. 
'^You must know, there is a chair (one of the kind called 
gond61a>chairs by upholsterers — with an emphasised o) — ^which 
occupies the precise place, stands just in the same relation to this 
chair I sit on now, that yours stands in and occupies — to the left 
of the fire ; and, how often, how always I turn in the dusk and 
see the dearest real fyou] with me." (March 24, 1846. Ibid,) 

And the spirit-small hand, Conf. R. B. to £. B. B. ^ This 
morning you are to know that the soul of me has it all her own 
way, dear Miss Barrett, this green cool nine-in-the-morning 
time for my chestnut tree over there, and for me who only 
coaxed my good-natured — (really) — body up, after its three- 
hours* night-rest on condition it should lounge or creep about, 
incognito and without consequences — and so it shall, all but my 
right-hand which is half-spirit and < cuts ' its poor relation ; and 
passes itself off for somebody (that is, some soul] and is doubly 
active and ready on such occasions." (May 3, 1845. Bid,) 

IX 

Any Wife to any Husband, The person of the monologue is a 
dying woman who is disturbed by the thought that her husband 
may take another wife after she is dead. While she is alive his 
love for her is "love in very deed" ; but when she is gone he 
will need solace for the loss. The " fresher faces " and •* new 
eyes " (he will say) •* cannot change the love kept still for her." 
It is only to cover a bare wall with a picture ! After all ** faith- 
ful or faithless " he must still be hers. And then, too, is he not 

VOL. n. s 
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the nobler of the two, his ^ one stride *' outstripping her ^ ten 
small steps " ? If his love fails, she can trust his pride. And 
yet her instinct tells her that she is trying to believe something 
that cannot be. 

In <*A Woman's Last Word," as in this poem, a case is 
stated, but no solution is offered. There we are not told what 
is the nature of the offence of which the wife complains, and we 
cannot therefore know whether her -submission is justified or 
not. Here, we do not know whether the circumstances were such 
that the claim of the wife was justifiable ; or whether, if her 
claim was justifiable, her misgivings were well or ill-founded. 
Both poems arc examples of the power of poetry to reproduce 
not action, nor even thought as the basis of action, but con- 
. ditions of mind. The poetic interpretation is achieved by the 
"feeling" or "atmosphere" of the piece, not by the literal 
significance of the words. In both poems the vjilue and sig- 
nificance of this interpretation depends in part upon the capacity 
of the reader's mind to re-act upon the medium in whidi the 
poet's mind is expressed. (See the Editor's Principles of Criticism $ 
chap, on " The Imagination.") 
-» Stanza 3. But the soul , . . Conf. R. B. to E. B. B. "What 
I expect, what I build my future on, am quite, quite prepared to 
* risk ' everything for, — is that one belief that you will not alter, 
will just remain as you are — meaning by *you ' the love in you, 
the qualities I have known (for you will stop me if I do not stop 
myself) what I have evidence of in every letter, in every word, 
every look. Keeping these, if it be God's will that the body 
passes, — ^what is that? Write no new letters, speak no new 
words, look no new looks, — only tell me, years hence, that the 
present is alive, that what was once, still is — and I am, must 
needs be, blessed as ever ! " {Letters, &c., March 11, 1846.) 

Stanza 5. Could* st thou repeat a stroke and gain the sky. The 
reference is to Orpheus, who followed Eurydice to the Under- 
world, and brought her back to Earth. 

Stanza 12. jih^ but the fresher faces ! Conf. £. B. B. to R. B. 
** • • . when I used to tell you to give me up, and imagined to 
myself how I should feel if you did it, . . . and thought that it 
would not be much worse than it was before I knew you • • . 
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(a little better indeed, inasmuch as I had the memoiy for 

ever . . .) the chief ^<iii|; was the idea of another woman ! 

From tAatf I have turned back again and again, recoiling like a 
horse set against too high a wall. Thereiore if I talk oi what 
all women would do, I do not mean that they should" {LetterSf 
&c., April 24, 1846.] 

Stanza 14. SAf would bear witness in heaven to his love for 
her, Conf. Rossetti (D. G.) : 

^ The Blessed Damozel leaned out 
From the gold bar of Heaven ; 
Her eyes were deeper than the depth 

Of waters stilled at even ; 
She had three lilies in her hand, 

And the stars in her hair were seven.** 

Stanza 17. The leaves oj coronal i i.e., the garland worn by 
young girls as significant of the maiden estate. Conf. Fletcher's 
Fatthfil Shepherdess : 

** No more shall these smooth brows be girt 
With youthful coronals, and lead the dance.** 

In their regained union (the wife asks) why should she be 
worthy of the coronal, and he need the kiss of pardon to remove 
the stain of his inconstancy ? 



jin Epistle, The monologue is cast in the form of a letter 
written by Karshish, the Arab physician, to his master, Abib. 
It is the twenty-second letter, and contains an account of a 
strange medical case that he came across when travelling from 

Jericho to Jerusalem in the epoch of Vespasian's invasion of 
udaea. There is nothing in it, he writes, to present any 
difficulties from a medical point of view — 

* *Tis but a case of mania — subinduced 
By epilepsy, at the turning point 
Of trance prolonged unduly some three days'^ 
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but what is remarkable is the nature of the mania, and the effect 
of the spell, or drug, used by the Nazarene physician to bring 
the patient out of his trance. The mania took a common 
enough form — the man (one Lazarus, a Jew) believed that he 
was dead, and that being told to ** rise " he did rise. But instead 
of the hallucination passing away with the resumption of the 
normal conditions of physioil existence — ^his health is beyond the 
average — ^his whole outlook upon life has changed. 

** Think, could we penetrate by any drug 
And bathe the wearied soul and worried flesh. 
And bring it clear and fair, by three days* sleep ! " 

It is as though Heaven opened to a soul while yet on earth. 
He is a harmless and submissive maniac, to whom the march of 
the Roman legions upon Jerusalem seems a matter of no im- 
portance. So entirely has nis mind lost all sense of the relative 
proportion of things by its absorption in the idea of — what think 
you ? He believes that the Nazarene physician — dead now, or I 
should have heard his view of the case — was God Himself. If 
God the All-powerful did make this sacrifice for man ; did, as 
the harmless madman says, ^ dwell in flesh," on the world of 
which He is Creator and Sustainer, ** teach, heal the sick, and 
break bread at his own house " — think what it means ! 

« So the All-Great, were the All-Loving too." 

The monologue concludes with the fine passage in which the 
significance of the Incarnation is stated in a form which is con- 
nected with Browning's solution of the problem of evil. {See 
Introd. p. Ivii.) 

XI 

Mesmerism, The person of the monologue is a man who by 
concentrating his thought upon an absent woman compels her to 
come to him. He first calls up her image and imprints it upon 
the void ; over this image he makes hypnotic passes with his 
hands until he reaches out to the woman's soul, which then 
follows as he bids, <* bringing fiesh and all." She comes from her 
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house through the darkness with ** wide blind eyes," enters the 
room in which he sits, and fills the space of the fancied shape. 
So 

"The shadow and she are one," 

Then he prays to God, who has suffered him thus to control a 
soul, to restrain him from guilt. 

Mrs. Browning was greatly interested in ** spiritualism " 5 
Browning himself, although he objected to the sordid surround- 
ings and the unprincipled professors of the spiritualistic seances, 
appears to have thought that such manifestations left a residuum 
of unexplained and genuine phenomena. Mr, SludgCy the Medium^ 
is an exposure of a charlatan ; not an attack upon psychical 
research. Conf. R. B. to E. B. B. "Understand that I do not 
disbelieve in Mesmerism — I only object to insufficient evidence 
being put forward as quite irrefragable. I keep an open sense on 
the subject — ready to be instructed ; and should have refused 
such testimony as Miss Martineau's if it had been adduced in 
support of something I firmly believed — "non tali auxilio" — 
indeed, so has truth been harmed, and only so, from the be- 
ginning." {Letters^ &c., Jan. 27, 1846.) 



XII 

j4 Serenade at the VUla, The person of the monologue is a 
lover who has serenaded his mistress on the preceding night. 
He wonders what effect his music has produced upon her mind. 
"Did it make you think of me — I hope it did — as one who 
would ever be your faithful friend, 'counting night day for 
you * ? Don't say — as something makes me fear you will — ^that 
it only made you feel that to listen to such music as mine would 
add a terror to old age, and cry, * Can't one even die in peace ? * " 

Stanza 3. Sultrily sus^red for froof. " Suspired," />., took a 
deep-drawn breath--(w»A in tuspiro = under). A gust of hot 
wind blew — evidence of the "pain" of the Earth-— and then the 
lightning flashed. Shakespeare uset the word (suspire) as = to 
breathe, r.^., to be alive. Wotton has it in the sense of " sighed 
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for," i^^ earnestly desired. ** . . . the long suspired Redeemer 
of the world ..." 

The metre suggests the notes of the lute. There is an 
emphatic stress upon the first and last foot in each line, with 
short, quick word-sounds between them. 

XIII 

. My Star, I alone can see its rays of red and blue. To my 
friends it is still and lifeless like a closed flower. TAeir star may 
be a •* world " — but my star ** has opened its soul to me 5 there- 
fore I love it." 

The poem is a lyric of the type peculiar to Browning. It can 
scarcely be called a monologue, since the words are not identified 
with any person other than the poet himself. At the same 
time the dramatic turns which are introduced differentiate it 
from the traditional lyric. To such compositions Browning 
himself gave the title of " Dramatic Lyrics." 

Apart from its specific meaning the word ^star" is used by 
Browning to indicate any example of typical excellence. {See 
** Popularity " for a similar use of " star.") 

XIV 

hitans Tyrannus, The poem is a nineteenth-century rendering 
of the motive of the opening stanzas of Horace's Ode to Caesar 
Augustus, in which the ^ righteous man, whose action is based 
upon principle," quails neither before the bent brow of the 
autocrat-lord nor the thunder of the God of Heaven. 

^ Justum ac tenacem propositi virum 
Non civium ardor prava jubentium, 
Non vultus initantis tyranni 

Mente quatit solida, neque Auster 
Dux inquieti turbidus Hadriae, 
Nee fulminentis magna manus Jovis ; 
Si fractus illabatur orbis, 
Impavidum ferient ruinae." 
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That is the Roman ideal. Browning's ** righteous man" 
baffles the tyrant by his insignificance^ and is saved in the act of 
clinging to God's skirts in prayer. 

XV 

A Pretty Woman, The poet gazes at the portrait of a woman 
who is beautiful but incapable of love. How can we enjoy the 
good, he asks, of such a nature ? We must take what it can 
offer, and not ask for something that it has not got. Why 
scorn the Earth because the Heaven is gone? There can be 
beauty without money, liking without love. Why ask for 
something that is not there ? Or, again, why ask it for an alien 
grace, when it is perfect in its own ? The craftsman does not 
add beauty to the rose, he makes something that is different — a 
jewel, not a rose at all. Do not gather the rose— only to throw 
it away : enjoy its beauty — transient though it is — as it blooms 
on the tree. 

The poem is a dramatic lyric. For the "conclusion" which 
is suggested — beauty an end in itself — conf. Fra Lippo Lippi: 

*• If you get simple beauty and naught else. 
You get about the best thing Ood invents, — 
That's somewhat. And you'll find the soul you have missed, 
Within yourself when you return Him thanks ! " 

XVI 

Childe Roland to the Dark Tower Came, The motive of this 
poem is founded upon the scene in King Lear^ in which Edgar in 
his feigned madness sings a snatch from the ballad of CAilde 
Roland. (Act III. sc. iv.) 

" Childe Roland to the dark tower came. 
Hit word was still-^Fie, foh, and fiim, 
I smell the blood of a British man." 

Edgar*s speech in Act II. Sc iii. must be taken with this as 
helping to make up the "atmosphere" of the poem. 
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The person of the monologue is the Childc Roland of Edgar's 
song — a snatch of song used to make the sane man seem mad : 
a gleam of light which serves to emphasize the surrounding 
gloom. So the knight^ destined alone of all his company to gain 
the Quest, passes through despair to victory. He is wearied out 
with hope long deferred and fruitless effort, and everything takes 
the sickly hue of his despair. The cripple who points the road 
is posted only <'to waylay travellers with his lies." Childe 
Roland only turns aside into the *' ominous track," because 
known failure seems better than suspense. He looks back — 
and even the *' safe road " has vanished from his sight. A vast 
plain is around him in which nature is ** starved and ignoble." 
Even the thistles are headless, and the dock-leaves bruised by the 
tread of brutes. The grass is ** scant as hair in leprosy." He 
thinks the horse — " thrust out past service from the devil's stud " 
— must be ** wicked " to deserve such staring bones. He tries 
to shut out the sight of the plain and recall the thought of his 
comrades in the Quest. It gives him no comfort — only their 
dishonour comes into his mind. The river seems like a serpent 
in his path : he thrusts his spear downwards to seek for hollows 
— it strikes a water-rat, 

*< But, ugh ! it sounded like a baby's shriek." 

He sees a harrow : it seems to have ** all the air of Tophet's 
tool." A black bird that brushes his cap is " ApoUyon's bosom- 
friend." Suddenly he grows aware that in the dusk the plain has 
given place to mountains. His progress, then, has ended. He 
is in a trap. But no ; it is the sight for which he has searched 
all his life — it is the Tower itself. Suddenly a light comes from 
the dying sunset, the hill-sides are peopled with the forms of 
** his peers " — all lost in the same adventure and now marshalled 
to witness his defeat. And yet — the moment of despair is the 
moment of victory. 

The poem presents nature in an aspect which is the reverse of 
that in which it is presented in By the Ftre-side. There nature 
strengthens the purposes of man : here man colours and distorts 
nature to suit the fashion of his mood. In the Prelude (book xii. 
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1. 208 et seq^ Wordsworth describes how the same scene — a bare 
common with a pool of water, and beyond a beacon on the 
summit of a hill — affected him in opposite ways on two different 
occasions ; and he uses his experience to illustrate how 

''The mind is lord and master — outward sense 
The obedient servant of her will." 

A comparison of the two passages is pregnant with interest. 
Wordsworth describes actual experiences and tells us the lesson 
which he himself derived from them. Browning presents the 
imagined experience of '' Childe Roland " ; but in so doing he 
gives the idealising faculty full play, and the impression which he 
produces is more vivid in proportion as his methods enable him 
to make a fuller use of the resources of poetic art. While 
Wordsworth tells us that the sensations aroused by external 
objects are derived in part from the action of the spectator's 
mind, Browning shows us (so to speak] the spectator's mind at 
work. From a technical point of view, '' Childe Roland " is a 
composition of peculiar value. It is a description of scenery 
effected by the proper method of poetic art, and therefore placed 
outside the scope of the rule that ''descriptions, as such, are 
beyond the sphere of poetry." This method may be explained 
by a concrete instance. Instead of describing the "wicked 
horse " as it appeared upon the plain — that is to say, as it would 
appear to the eye of the spectator — he gives us the thoughts 
which its appearance produced in the mind of " Childe Roland." 
He reproduces it in terms not of the " eye " — terms proper to 
the painter ; but of thought — terms proper to the poet. (A full 
discussion of the method of poetic representation will be found 
in the Editor's Principles of Criticism^ chap. vi. " Development 
of artistic, or Aristotelian, criticism by Lessing.*') 

Stanza 4. Childe Roland is too wearied with fruitless effort 
to rebuke his heart for entertaining this unworthy joy at the 
prospect of failure. In his despair he wonders if even the 
certainty of knowing that he can do no more is not too good a 
thing to hope for. 

Stanza 10. CbcW* ,• a weed that grows amongst grain. "Let 
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thistle^ grow instead of wheat, and cockle instead of barley.'* 
Job xxxi. 40 (A.V.) ** But, when men slcpten, his enmye came, 
and sew aboue demel, or cokil, in the midil of whete, and 
wcnte awcjr/' Matthew xiii. 25. (Wycliffite Versions, vol. ii.) 
Spurge (epurge, from Latin furgo), generic term for plants of the 
genus Euphorbia ; having cathartic properties. 

Stanza I2. Bents; Le^ withered stalks of grass. ^Bents^ 
king-cups and maiden-hair." (Peacham.) 

Stanza 14. CoUoped; /.«., in the condition of raw meat. 

Stanza 27. Dragon-permed; Le., with wing-feathers [pennae)^ 
like those of a Dragon. Possibly the incident is a reminiscence 
of Christian's encounter with ApoUyon in the Valley of 
Humiliation. {Piigrm*s Progress^ Part i.) ** Now the monster 
(Apollyon) was hideous to behold ; he was clothed with scales 
like a fish (and they are his pride) ; he had wings like a dragon, 
feet like a bear, and out of his belly came fire and smoke, and 
his mouth was as the mouth of a lion." 

XVII 

Respectability, The person of the monologue is a man who 
has formed an unconventional union with the woman whom he 
addresses. 

** If the world had recognised our union, and us, we should 
have lost years of our life in finding out its (the world's) hoUow- 
ness, we should have waited long before we dared walk through 
Paris at night like this to the Institute. Here it is." 

XVIII 

A Light Woman, The person of the monologue states a 
problem for "Robert Browning, writer of plays." "My 
friend," he says, "fell into the toils of a 'light-woman.' In 
order to save him, I have won the woman for myself. My 
friend tells me that I have turned his * day to night ' ; but for 
loyal friendship's sake he will not try to win her back. My 
friend thinks me a thief ; and what am I to do with the woman 
if she says : * However false I have been to others, I am true to 
you,* and keeps me for her lover ? " 



Digitized 



by Google 



NOTES 267 

Stanza 8. Though I love her , , , The " I " is the friend who 
will be loyal to his friend (the person of the monologue), however 
badly he has himself been treated. 

Stanza 12. " It is a risky thing to act the part of Providence. 
But then my friend's case seemed to justify interference. The 
woman was staking her false love against his real love." 

XIX 

The Statue and the Bust, For the literary form of this poem, 
compare the ballad of ** The White Ship," by Rossetti. It is a 
dramatic ballad with an ethical motive — 

<< ... the sin I impute to each frustrate ghost 
Was the unlit lamp and the ungirt loin. 
Though the end in sight was a crime, I say." 

The " fable," or story, is this. The Grand-Duke Ferdinand 
falls in love with the bride of one of the Riccardi, a gentleman 
of his household. The lady returns his passion, and her husband, 
who has noticed the intrigue, confines her to her chamber. 
Both of the lovers resolve to gratify their mutual passion, but 
obstacles arise which prevent the immediate execution of the 
plans they form. The lady, however, from her chamber 
window sees Duke Ferdinand crossing the piazza, and he sees 
her face watching at the palace window. In the meantime the 
first eagerness of desire wears off, and they determine to wait 
until a suitable opportunity arrives. Months and years slip by 
in waiting, until at length their love becomes a dream of the past, 
which they cannot now realise. So the lady, anxious to preserve 
the memory of her youth, orders Robbia, the sculptor, to "fix 
her beauty " in a marble bust, '* waiting as ever at the window " ; 
and the Duke, to keep a record of his dream, bids John of 
Douay ** mould him on horseback " in bronze, and set him ** in 
the very square I cross so oft." 

How do the spirits of these faint-hearted lovers fare in their 
narrow tombs hard by ? asked the poet. They see the meaning 
of the **gift of life" now, and know that heaven is won by 
action. But since their purpose was a wrong one, it was better 
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that they should not obtain it, you object. No, rejoins the poet, 
they were playing with counters instead of coins, but the 
counters serve to show hmo they played. The question is not 
whether they were right or wrong in playing for counters instead 
of "lawful coin" — they were obviously wrong — but whether 
they played well or ill. They would have played just as badly 
with coins as they did with counters ; and, therefore, I am right 
in blaming them for playing badly, apart from any consideration 
of the object for which they played. 

Or, to put the case in a form other than Browning's — having 
once willed to do the wrong, to fail to do it — while still desiring 
to do so — is not to avoid guilt, but to add a further wrong 
(infirmity of purpose) to the origifial wrong (disregard of the 
marriage vow). From this point of view, it is an assertion of 
the principle which underlies the higher morality of the New 
Testament as an advance upon the mere legality of the Old : • . • 
'< but I say unto you that whoso looketh upon a woman ..." 

For the connection between the **sin" of "the unlit lamp 
and the ungirt loin," and Browning's general conception of the 
significance of life on earth, see Jntrod.^ p. xxx (Browning and 
the value of effort). 

1. I. There* s a palace in Florence $ />., the Palazzo Riccardi- 
Manelli looking out upon the Piazza deUa Anunciata, in which 
is the bronze sUtue of the Grand-Duke Ferdinand I. (1587-1609) 
by John of Douay. 

1. 22. Crisped like a war-steed's encolure, Fr. encolure: the 
neck of an animal. Here it = mane of a horse. 

1. 33. In the pile which the mighty shadow makes. This is the 
palace which Cosimo de' Medici (Pater Patriae) began to erect 
in 1430. It remained in the possession of the Medici family up 
to 1659, when it was sold to the Marquis Gabriele Riccardi. 
Hence it is known now as the " Palazzo Riccardi," although it 
has been government property for some time past. The Via 
Larga (which it " overshadows ") is now called the Via Cavour. 
At the time of the poem the occupant of the palace was, of 
course, the Grand-Duke Ferdinand I. 

1. 36. Because of a crime . . . Probably the murder of 
Alexander de* Medici, Duke of Florence (1530-1537), by his 
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cousin Lorenzino. He was succeeded by Cosimo, the first 
Grand-Duke of Tuscany. The Strada del Traditore, where 
Alexander was murdered in his bed by Lorenzino, was subse- 
quently taken within the palace walls. 

1. 132. They Jhund love not as it seemed before. The nature of 
the change is indicated in the succeeding stanza. The ardour of 
their passion was so far modified that they were ready to pursue 
a policy of worldly prudence. Simple i in its old sense of 
"foolish." Meanwhile f worse fiites than a lover* s fate; i,e.y 
** [there are] worse fates," &c. 

1. 169. Let Rohbia*s craft so apt and strange, Luca della 
Robbia (1399-1400-1482) worked for the Cathedral at Florence 
from 143 1-1440. He founded a school of sculpture, the secrets 
of which were said to be confined to his descendants and 
pupils. 

1. 202. John ofDouay shall work my plan, Giovanni Bologna 
(i 524-1 599), a master of the Tuscan school of sculpture. He 
was a native of Douai (hence his name as in the text], who came 
to Italy and settled at Florence. His work indicates the com- 
mencement of the decline in Florentine sculpture. 

1. 233. Whtre a button goes, *Twere an epigram ... To use 
a coin in a game where a button or a counter is all that is 
required, is an epigram, that is, a pithy comment upon the uses 
to ^hich the names of princes may be put. The engraving upon 
the coin ceases to be merely a ** stamp " of the Prince, out of 
whose mint it is issued, and therefore a guarantee of its value ; 
it is an epigram, in the literal sense of a pointed sentence, in- 
scribed upon an object. It bears witness to the vanity of human 
greatness. ** Fancy a king making counters for a game of pitch- 
and-toss ! " it seems to say. 

1. 250. De te^ftibula [narratur]. 

XX 

Love in a Life, The person of the monologue (which is 
lyrical in motive) complains that though he and his lady live in 
the same house of life he cannot find her. Only the signs of 
her graceful presente reward his search. He will search again 



Digitized 



by Google 



270 NOTES 

and everywhere ; but it is evening, and there are still many 
chambers to explore. 

It is a picture of the unreal union of a man and woman joined 
merely by the tie of circumstance. Conf, R. B. to E. B. B. 
•* Do you understand, dear soul of my soul, dearest . . . ? Oh, 
how different it might be! In this Home of Life — where I go, 
you go — when I ascend you run before — when I descend it is 
after you. Now, one might have a piece of [you], but a very 
little of [you], and make it up into a lady and a mistress, and 
find her a room to her mind, perhaps where she would sit and 
sing, ' warble, eat, and dwell ' like Tennyson's blackbird, and to 
visit her there with due honour one might wear the finest of 
robes, use the courtliest of ceremonies — and then — after a time, 
leave her there and go, the door once shut, without much blame, 
to throw off the tunic and put on Lord Compton's blouse and 
go whither one liked — after, to me, the most melancholy fashion 
in the world. How different with us ! If it were not^ indeed — 
what a mad folly would marriage be ! " 

XXI 

Life in a Love. A complement to the preceding piece. Here 
the Beloved one is actively hostile — she loathes him. But 
loathing is better than indifference. So long as she loathes him 
they cannot be separated ; and a look from her makes him alive 
with fresh hope. 

Before, the life made the love ; now love makes the life. 

XXII 

How it strikes a contemporary. The person of the monologue 
relates the part played by a " man of mark " in Valladolid, and 
what his fellow townsmen said and thought about him. This 
man, he says, was a poet. 

L^ illustratio n by a concrete instance of the view 

~ latthew Arnoij's dennifion, 

Pernaps me best commentary on 

"conceived is to be found in Wrs, 



man, ne says, was a poet. 

' yhe poem is an illustration by a co 
of po etry wmcn is expressea in Ma 
HoehxiiiiAillticism oi' lU'e." Perh; 
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Browning's lines in Aurora Leigh : Poets arc ** the only truth- 
tellers now left to God " — 

** The only speakers of essential truth, 
Opposed to relative, comparative. 
And temporal truths : the only holders by 
His sun-skirts, through conventional gray of looms. 
The only teachers who instruct mankind 
From just a shadow on a charnel-wall 
To find man's veritable stature out 
Erect, sublime, — the measure of a man.** 

1. 3. Up and down ValladoUd, Valladolid, the capital of the 
province so-called, is about 150 miles north-west of Madrid. At 
the beginning of the fifteenth century John II., of Spain, made it 
his principal place of residence. The Cortes of Castille fre- 
quently met in this town. Here, too, Columbus died in 1506 
and Philip II. was born in 1527. 

1. 90. The Corregidor, Spanish from Latin corr'^ere^ to 
correct. " The chief justice or governor of a town." Mmheu 
(quoted in Murra/s New English Dictionary), 

XXIII 

The Last Ride Together, The person of the monologue is a 
man who has been told by the woman he loves that their union 
is impossible. He asks that she will give him leave to take one 
more last ride with her ; and she consents. 

As he rides his soul is <* smoothed out *' like a scroll, he is 
absorbed in the jo)rful emotion of the present moment, and 
seems to ride away from the past into the limitless future. True 
he has lost his mistress, but he has gained this ride. Others fail, 
why not he ? And after all what is success ? The statesman, 
soldier, poet, sculptor, musician — is not their success failure? 
Perhaps if he had won his mistress earth would have seemed 
better than heaven. Now both she and heaven are still to come. 
What if she (should die now (she has been silent so long), and 
this swift motion should be the beginning of the endless life of 
Heaven ? 
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The poem is a study in emotion. A condition of mind is 
portrayed, which is rendered by the proper method of poetic art ; 
that is to say, the poet does not tell us merely ivhat the lover 
thought and felt, but how he thought and by what process bis 
feelings were aroused. Here, again, as in " By the Fireside," 
and "Childe Roland," the inter-action of the mind and the 
physical environment— the blending of man's mental condition 
with his physical — ^is emphasised and illustrated. 

XXIV 

the Patriot, The person of the monologue is a patriot who is 
going to the scaffold. A year ago he entered Brescia amid the 
flowers and flags of the people's welcome : now the crowd is at 
the Shamble's Gate — not in the streets. Had the people given 
him earthly power, he reflects he must have rendered an account 
of his stewardship to God. But now God will requite, instead 
of questioning him. So defeat is *< safer " than triumph. 

Stanza i. fVtth myrtle mixed in ny path like mad. The metre 
requires the full-stop (and pause) at " mad " : but the sense 
would be improved by placing a semi-colon at " path." 

Stanza 6. / entered Brescia, The town of Brescia is built 
on a span of the Alps in Lombardy. Arnold of Brescia was 
one of those who first protested against the growing encroach- 
ments of the Bishop of Rome. Some of his followers joined the 
Vaudois, or Valdesi, a community of primitive Christians in the 
Piedmontese Alps, who to this day have refused to accept the 
authority of the Papal Sec. 

XXV 

Master Hugues of Saxe-Gotha, The person of the monologue 
is an organist who asks ** Master Hugues" to explain the 
meaning of thcfigue of his composition which he (the organist) 
has just played. 

** Master Hugues of Saxe-Gotha " is an imaginary name — 
" Hugues " invented to rhyme with ** fugues " — whidi serves to 
typify the German composers of the sixteenth century who 
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develo^d the fugue. In the composition 'so-called one part 
seems to chase another, and the njime — fugue, from Jvga^ flight 
— is indicative of the general effect produced. Bach and Handel 
were both conspicuous composers of the fiigue. The fugue 
which the organist plays is a five-voiced fiigue. VHiat 
Browning calls the ** phrase " is more technically the ** subject." 
The second voice answers the first ; the ^ subject " then comes 
in again, making the third voice. The fourth voice answers the 
third ; and the fifth voice is the «« subject." Thus the « subject," 
or main motive, is repeated three times with two intervening 
voices. The ''answer" is the same motive, and almost the 
same text, but it is introduced on the « dominant " of the key of 
the fugue, often with a change of tonality. (The «« dominant " 
is the fifth degree of any scale.) 

Hist! Master Hugues, says the organist, tell me the 
meaning of your masterpiece. The church is empty now 
(except for the saints), and I seemed to see you peering out upon 
me from the organ pipes and saying that though I played the 
notes well, you wondered if I understood the meaning of the 
music. Now speak out and tell me if I am right. First you 
•* deliver your phrase " 5 then you answer it. That starts Two 
voices. A Third interposes ; a Fourth strikes in 5 a Fifth 
"thrusts in his nose," and **thc kennel's a-yelp." All argue 
together, until, the case is ^ bandied back to One." One « says 
his say with a difference " ; all wrangle again ; then there's a 
truce, and Five takes the lead. Once more One, Two, Three, 
Four — break in, each louder than the other; then Five — ^'tis 
like water pouring through a sieve ! Now loud and dissonant, 
now soft and fine — the chase goes on, the voheel goes round. 

But what is the import of it all. Master Hugues? Your 
music is like a spider's web that grows and grows, until it 
covers the stars and carved rosettes upon yonder roof. Is that 
its meaning — to show us that our life is like a spider's web, and 
that all that man does only serves to hide from us the gold of 
Truth and the beauty of Nature ? 

But you, Master Hugues, are a Master-musician. After all 
there must be more than this in your work. 'Tis difficult 
enough. I'll « unstop the Full-Organ," and play the mode 

VOL. II. T 
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PaUstrinay for a change. • . . What's this ? the candle's out ! 
Ho ! Sacristan, show a light \ unless you want to find me dead 
at the foot of the organ-loft stairs. 

Stanza 8. Claviers } U^ key-boards. 

Stanza io. Procured tm omr_ Comfawft Votes, **In the 
seventeenth and eighteenth centuries m Germany the corpora- 
tions (municipal governing bodies — ^whether corresponding to our 
corporations or to the guild-merchants) appointed Tovm 
musicians, the chief of whom was the chapel-master. As they 
had religious functions connected with their secular business, 
they either built a special church, or (more frequently) endowed, 
or partly endowed, a church already existing in the town, which 
became the official place of worship. The ** Town Musician " 
(Stadtmusicus), by virtue of his office, acted as organist and 
choir-master in this church. These appointments were much 
sought after, and obtained by open competition, each musician 
performing before the assembled corporation, who duly voted 
afterwards. In Spitta's Life of Back, we hear of J. S. Bach com- 
peting in this way for the post of Stadtmusicus in some small 
town, and not obtaining iL In a similar competition, about a 
year later (1721), he was successful." J. M. £. Brownlow. 

Sciolists sAent, /.«., pretenders shamed. *'Shent*' from A.S. 
scendaUf to bring to shame, cf Spencer, Faerie S^ueefUf il, vi. 35. 
*^ The famous name of knighthood fowly shent." (" Century 
Dictionary,") 

Stanza 12. For the technical aspect of this and the following 
stanzas in which the fugue form is described, see note on ** Fra 
Lippo Lippi," at p. 252. 

Tour fkrase — nothirg fropewtd. The chief motive ; technically 
the fropostay or main proposition, to which the risfotta, or reply, 
formed the complementary motive. 

Stanza 14. Two must disceft^ — Aas distingmsked* "Discept" 
(dis-captare), i.^., dispute, differ. <* Distinguish," ia.y in the subtle 
scholastic sense of "making distinctions with regard to a term used." 
Shakespeare (II. Henry VI., ii. i. 91) has ** sight may distinguish 
of colours : But suddenly to nominate them all is impossible." 
And Fuller {Pisgah^ i. vi. 14), ^ the term navigable must be dis- 
tinguished on." (Murray's ^ New English Dictionary.") 
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Stanza 16. Danaides, Sieve! The reference is to the 
punishment of the daughters of Danaus in Hades. Before the 
defeat of Danaus, King of Egypt, by Aegyptus, the fifty daughters 
of Danaus were compelled to marry the fifty sons of Aegyptus. 
The maidens bound themselves by an oath to their father Danaus 
to murder their respective husbands on the night of the marriage. 
All except one — "splendide mendax," says Horace — kept the 
oath ; and for this crime they were fated to try for ever to per- 
form the impossible task of filling vessels having sieve-like bottoms 
with water. The quantity of the ** i " in *• Danaides " is altered 
by Browming for metrical purposes (* Danaides.*). 

Stanza 17. Fine as a skein of the casuist Escobar's. Escobar 
(Antonio Escobar y Mendoza, 1 589-1669), author of Summula 
Casuum Conscientiae^ was the typical casuist of the seventeenth cen- 
tury, whose teaching Pascal attacked in his * Lettres 6crite8 ^ un 
Provincial.' As Escobar's Summula provided a method by which 
alike the rules of the Church and the laws of morality could be 
evaded, the French verb escobarder was formed from the name, 
with the sense of ' equivocate.' <* Escobarder. User de r6ticences, 
de mots 4 double entente, dans ie dessein de tromper. II est 
familier." (Dictkmnaire de VAcadimie Franfaise,) 

Prick pins at a tissue. Note the technical exactness of the 
metaphor as indicating the thin, clear notes. 

Stanza 20. Tickens^ i,e, ticking } the strongly-woven cotton 
cloth for making beds. 

Stanza 28. Mea feends at my risk. The scholastic Latin 
is suitable in the mouth of a character who lived in an epoch 
when Latin was still the common language of learned Europe. 

Counterfomt, From the mediaeval Latin contrapunctum, or 
cantus contn^unctus. It is " the melody added as accompaniment 
to a given melody or ^plain-song' ;" literally. <*song or music 
pointed-against, the part added as accompaniment to a plain-song 
being indicated by notes, * pricks,' or ' points' set gainst (over or 
under) the notes or points of the original melody." (<*New 
English Dictionary"), 

The mode Palestrina, Palestrina (c. 1524-1594), called Princeps 
Musicae, The master of ecclesiastical music, who in the six-, 
teenth century breathed into the perfect body of musical com- 
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position ^the breath of that artistic life which alone could 
enable it to give thanks to the Creator of all things in tones 
which betokened the presence of the soul within it. He first 
taught the world that music was not a mere lifeless collection of 
notes — that, as the gift of speech enabled man to express his 
thoughts to his fellow-man, so the gift of harmony enabled him 
to express his feelings, whether of devotion, or praise, or prayer, 
and this so intelligibly that he might ' sing praises with under- 
standing' in the truest sense of the word" /"Encyc. Brit."). 
The Council of Trent having censured the existing Church music 
in 1562, Pope Pius IV« appointed a Commission of eight cardinals 
to inquire into the matter in 1564. The Commission found so 
strongly against the existing practices that it proposed to forbid 
the use of all music except " unisonous and unaccompanied plain- 
chant.*' Cardinals Borromeo and Vitelozzi^ however, proposed 
as an alternative course that some master of music should be 
commissioned to produce a mass which would satisfy the requiro- 
ments of the Commission. Giovanni Pierluigi di Palestrina was 
selected for this task ; and he submitted not one, but three 
masses, in 1565. Although all were admirable, the third — the 
Missa Fafae MarcelH — was adopted, as fulfilling the most exact- 
ing demands of the Commission. 

XXVI 

Bishop Blougrtmfi Apology, The person of the monologue is 
** Bishop Blougram," a famous prelate of the Roman Catholic 
Church : he addresses *^ Mr. Gigadibs," a journalist, who con- 
demns the Bishop, as an insincere and inconsistent man. The 
scene is the Bishop's dining-room, in London. The Bishop and 
his guest push back their chairs and talk with after-dinner 
freedom. 

** You despise me because you seek an ideal life ; I only a 
bishop's. You are wrong, and for this reason. In the voyage 
of life each man is assigned a cabin — ^not a room. You are 
proposing to furnish your cabin as you would furnish a room on 
shore. What is the result ? You find that you have to leave 
your *laad furniture' behind, and in the end yon make your 
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voyage without the * sea furniture ' which you might otherwise 
have carried with you. A humble ideal (like mine) which can ) 
be realised is better than a lofty ideal (like yours) of which you ( 
cannot realise any part whatever. 

" But to return to the point. Let us suppose that we are two 
* college friends,* just preparing to choose our respective careers. 
I choose to be a bishop. What is the objection to my (or your) 
choosing such a career? 

** First (you say), because you don't believe in Divine 
Revelation ; and you think that I — not being a fool — cannot 
believe in it any more than you. Common honesty requires that 
I (or you) should frankly say so. If I do not, I am dishonest. 
Well, I admit that I do not believe in * dogma' — that is, in 
Divine Revelation as defined in any creed. What then ? We 
are both * unbelievers ' ; but, since we cannot help sometimes 
believing (a * sunset-touch,' or a ^ fancy from a flower-bell,' will 
move us strangely at times), we are no more certain of our creed 
than we were before. Instead of being * believers ' subject to 
fits of 'doubt,' we are now 'unbelievers* subject to fits of 
' faith.' Since ' unbelief is as impossible as ' belief,' it is no 
more inconsistent for me to pretend that I believe absolutely, 
when I sometimes doubt, than it is for you to pretend that you 
disbelieve absolutely, when you sometimes believe. 

**But (you reply) why not confess at any rate that you, 
Gigadibs, m your unbelief, are as right as I am in my belief? 
Because — to go back to my simile — you must furnish your cabin 
with what it will hold, not with what you would like to put 
into it. Belief and unbelief direct the whole course of a man's 
life in two different ways. The world being what it is, I say 
'belief suits me better than unbelief. And having once 
chosen ' belief,' it becomes necessary for me, in order to make 
the best out of the world, to say 

" Friends, 
I absolutely and peremptorily 
Believe I" 

More than that, to teach the Roman Catholic faith — in which I 
was bom — ^was for me both the ' readiest means of living by/ 
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and the * most potent ' opportonitf for working in the world. 
Thus I was enabled to develop the powers with which nature 
had endowed me, and to achieve worldly success. 

** You will object again that if I had been a better man, I 
should not count this worldly advancement * success.' Should I 
not? In the first place you must remember that the question is 
not whether it is the highest kind of success, but whether it is 
the highest kind of success that I can achieve. And in the next, 
I am not prepared to admit that it is not the highest kind of 
success. You say my success is based only upon the judgment 
of the grosser multitude ; that the wise man's verdict would be 
against me. I reply that it is just the fsict that people say of me, 

^ He may believe ; and yet, and yet 
How can he ? " 

that gives me an interest in the eyes of your ' prime men,' when 
they take no interest in an avowed sceptic like you, or a 
superstitious person, like Lord So-and-So, Thus, you see, I need 
not fear contempt. 

** Still, you say, you do not admire me, though other men 
may. Very well, then, tell me what it is that you admire. 
Give me your ideal man. Napoleon? Why, he is a rank 
* believer ' ; take away his belief that he is an instrument of God, 
and he is powerless. Yet I, with all my doubt, dare not run the 
risk of having to account for an Austerlitz, Shakespeare ? In 
the first place, I could not be a Shakespeare if I tried, and in the 
next, I am what Shakespeare found joy in imagining — a 
Pandulph, a prince of the Church. I have (and enjoy) the good 
things of this world, which Shakespeare could only enjoy by 
imagination. Enthusiasm, whole-souled belief, is the beat 
thing ; but we cannot have it at will. Luther's life was — for 
this reason — better than mine. But that was luck { 

^ He flared out in the flaring of mankind." 

I would not be Strauss (who comes next to Luther) ; for Strauss 
may be wrong, and so I should run a risk for no gain. The 
world would not thank me for emancipating it. 
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^ But you say, * whole faith, or none ' ; I might as well be 
Strauss as what I am. I deny it. That is a point of theology, 
and I can frove that you are wrong. The greater the doubt, the 
greater is the faith ; if only faith overcomes doubt. And it does. 
Life and free-will enable a man to show that his faith has over- 
come his doubt. My whole life — and action is the test — proves 
that I wish the Faith to be true. The desire for faith is faith. 
The conditions of our existence on earth do not permit of more 
than this. Pure faith, naked belief in God, is impossible. 

^ It were the seeing Him, no flesh shall dare." 

Creation is meant to hide God from us — not to reveal Him — 
until we are strong enough to bear the sight of Him. Evil is 
meant to do the same. Therefore I welcome doubt ; for doubt 
brings the peace of Faith — just as this pinch of snufF I take 
excites a sneeze only to bring greater quiet to the nose. 

** You'll say that in the Middle Age all believed. I tell you 
that in the Middle Age belief did not prevent men from living 
the life of brutes, with souls as empty as * this decanter's knob.' 

** No, when the fight begins within himself, 
A man's worth something." 

It is in this fight that the soul wakes and grows. I say prolong 
that battle throughout life. Don't try to reconcile the laws of 
nature with dogma, as Brother Newman does. Better have the 
blind fiii.h enforced by the rack back again than that. You say 
this k*-id of faith still exists at Naples. I don't think so. 
Bomba's lazcaroni know that nature's laws enforce themselves 
— not so the Church's. 

** The sum of all is — ^yes, my doubt is great. 
My faith's still greater — then my faith's enough." 

Even supposing that doubt were not necessary to strengthen 
faith, I would not cut away any point of dogma, because if I cut 
one, I must all — even God Himself at last, like Fichte. 

'^ You say that this is a narrow and gross view of life — that I 
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am simply acting, talking, and living for this world now. 
Certainly ; I hold that success in this life is evidence of capacity 
for the next. But you meet me at this issue. You say, 

** All special pleading done with, truth is truth." 

However feebly we perceive our truth, it is better to act up to 
it. Action is the test. 

** Certainly ; let us see if your action is as consistent with 
your scheme of life as my action is with mine. You believe in 
natural religion. Then apply to your natural religion the same 
test that you have applied to my revealed religion. What is the 
result? You find that thus analysed morality becomes 
obedience to 

^ . . . certain instincts, blind, unreasoned-out. 
You dare not set aside, you can't tell why." 

The laws of natural religion have no binding power : you pre- 
tend to obey them, but what you really obey is your own 
instincts — just as I do, 

^ Who want, am made for, and must have a God 
Ere I can be ought, do ought." 

You are as much a hypocrite as I am, and more ot a slave ; for 
while 

** I live my life here ; yours you dare not live." 

** But you object to such an account of your life as this. You 
say that we ought to try to find the truth ; and then, if we fail, 
we should be glad that we have earned the right to ^ graze at 
peace earth's pleasant pasturage.* Men are not gods, but 
properly brutes. Your life is a life of animal fear and animal 
desire, but not of lies. And (you say) you like it best. 

**Do you? As a matter of feet you envy my power and 
wealth. I can do all that you do, or ever will do, in the way of 
literature, and I have all these good things beside. The highest 
honour you have ever won is to dine here with me to-night. 
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My daring to speak so frankly with you is evidence of the con- 
tempt in which I hold you. If you were a genius — ^well and 
good ; but you are only a poor journalist. Try to write an 
article on me — ^you have my full permission to publish all that I 
have said. No one would believe a word of it. Well, I think 
you will not despise me now." 

The Eclogue, Browning (in frofria persona) adds that 
Blougram ** believed, say, half he spoke," He chose, for 
argument's sake, to represent some accidental thoughts as fixtures 
in his mind. 

'' While certain hell-deep instincts, man's weak tongue 
Is never bold to utter in their truth 
Because styled hell-deep ('tis an old mistake 
To place hell at the bottom of the earth), 
He ignored these — not having in readiness 
Their nomenclature and philosophy. 
He said true things, but called them by wrong names." 

This sort of argument was good enough for Gigadibs, he 
thought } while if the ground he chose to stand on should break 
away, 

** . . . There's a firmer yet 
Beneath it, both of us may sink and reach." 

As for Qigadibs, taking a hint from Blougram's simile of the 
** Outward-bound," he started for Australia. By this time 
(Browning hopes) he has begun to plough and learnt to believe 
in the divinity of Christ. 

The general motive of the class of monologues to which this 
poem belongs has already been indicated in the note on Fra Lippo 
L^i (p. 250, 251). They arc intended to show the futility of 
man's judgment of his fellow man. Man's morality is conventional ; 
that is to say, its decisions are based upon principles of action 
with which we are in fact only imperfectly acquainted, but with 
which we assume a complete acquaintance for the purpose of 
defining our relations with our fellow men. Every charge 
brought by man can, therefore, be successfully contested j since 
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the decisions of this conventional morality dissolve before an 
analysis of their real connection with the assumed principles 
upon which they are based. It is the same lesson as that which 
is taught on a grander scale in The Rhtg and the Book — ^the 
incompleteness of human knowledge and the consequent worth- 
lessness of ** human estimation.'* Browning's point of view in the 
case of Bhhop Blougram*s Afology is well illustrated by an 
anecdote which is related in the recently published memoirs of 
Sir Charles Gavan Duffy. On the occasion in question Sir 
Charles Duffy was dining with Browning and Forster, and in the 
course of conversation he alluded to the circumstance of his 
being a Roman Catholic. Thereupon Forster remarked lightly 
that '* he didn't suppose Browning would think any the better of 
him for that." " Why not ?" said the poet. ** Bishop Blougram's 
Apology," replied Forster ; adding, that he believed that the 
poem was intended to be a satire on Cardinal Wiseman. 
** Certainly. I intended it for Cardinal Wiseman," Browning re- 
joined ; ^ but I don't consider it a satire, there is nothing hostile 
about it." 

Nevertheless some reflection is necessary to enable us to dis- 
tinguish the precise sense in which Browning intended this poem 
to be a neutral (or non-hostile) picture of the guiding motives of 
a life such as Cardinal Wiseman's. The bishop, he tells us in 
effect, answers the conventional charges of insincerity and self- 
interest by propounding the questions, **What is truth?" and 
^ What is self-interest ? " ; and he points the reader to the obvious 
conclusion, that an accuser who cannot state the nature of the 
charges which he makes, can hardly expect to obtain a conviction. 
On the conventional charges, therefore, Bishop Blougram stands 
acquitted. But on the other hand, Browning tells us that the 
real point at issue was never discussed at all. The bishop won 
his case on purely technical grounds. The " hell-deep instincts " 
— ^not •* hell-deep " at all, but essentially *«earth-surfa<id" as being 
an integral part of man — ^were not mentioned, as being outside 
the scope of his defence. Beside the conventional charges 
successfully defended, there were other charges based upon these 
*^ hell-deep instincts " which might have been brought against the 
bishop. If they had been brought. Browning implies, they 
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would have been met also. Says the bishop of his adversary, 
Gigadibs : — 

** He*s on the ground ! if the ground should break away 
I take my stand on, thert^i a firmer yet 
Beneath it, both of us nutf sink and reach^ 

What are these charges based on hell-deep instincts, and what is 
the " firmer ground " on which the bishop might meet them \ 

This question brings us to what is, from an artistic point of 
view, the most serious difficulty in the poem. 

Bishop Blougram*s jipology contains some of the finest passages 
that Browning has written. Lines 182 to 197 (the impossibility 
of unbelief), 289 to 300 (there are some matters in which in- 
difference is fatal), 610 to 625 (the desire for faith is faith), 647 
to 661 (pure faith impossible), 693 to 698 (the value of conflict), 
and 724-5 (my faith's enough), will alone serve to establish the 
pre-eminent claims of this poem. Now, these are passages 
which are distinguished, not only for their poetic quality, but also 
for the penetrating appeal which they address to the highest 
faculties of the human mind. If ever poetry had that **• high 
seriousness of absolute sincerity ** which Arnold rightly holds to 
be the accent of poetry of the very highest class, these passages 
have it. Some of them are passages which would be cited, as a 
matter of course, in any attempt to exhibit an account of 
Browning's poetic thought, as being among the number of his 
most characteristic utterances. Here, then, comes the difficulty. 
To large numbers of people, earnestly desirous of finding that the 
conflict between Faith and Knowledge, Religion and Science, 
was apparent and not real, these passages have brought a welcome 
assurance, on the ground that they represented the conclusions of 
Browning's penetrating intelligence. If this be so— -and there is 
no reason to doubt the fsict, since in his later poems* he has 
restated the same conclusions in a directly personal form — how is 
it that he has put these passages into the mouth of Bishop 
Blougram, the casuist who only believes, ^* say, half of what he 
spoke " ? How did Browning think that he, as a literary artist, 

* Notably in La Saixiax and Ferishtah*s Fancies, 
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could represent a man whose whole life was a lie, as giving utter- 
ance to these sincere and noble thoughts ? I say, ** as a literary 
artist," because ** truth " is the first principle of art — ^that is truth 
of idea ; the typical, universal, essential truth of art. 

And so the artistic consistency of the poem depends upon the 
character of Bishop Blougram. If Browning had intended Bishop 
Blougram to be nothing else than the insincere and self-indulgent 
priest of the monologue — the man who falsely declares that he 
** absolutely believes," because belief brings him ** power, peace, 
pleasantness, and length of days "^ — he could not have put these 
passages into his mouth without violating the principle of truth. 
It is necessary, therefore, to notice that the epilogue modifies the 
conception of Blougram's character expressed in the monologue. 
Here — in the epilogue — Browning tells us that there is some- 
thing genuine in the man after all ; and that if he had only had 
the courage to avow the real motives of his life, he would have 
justified himself on this lower ground. The ''firmer ground 
beneath," then, is the recognition of the primitive impulse 
towards the bad, and the equally primitive and vital impulse 
towards the good, in man. In denying that the vices of common 
humanity could have any application to his case, he deprived 
himself of any credit for the virtues which accompany these 
vices. But Browning is kinder to him than he is to himself. 
He represents him as unable to prevent his real feelings fi'om 
bursting through the crust of his conventional insincerity. He 
speaks ''true things," though he gives them "wrong names.*' 
All that he says of the impossibility of man's absolute know- 
ledge of God so long as he is man, and of the development of 
the soul by spiritual conflict, is true. But to identify^ this 
condition of " honest doubt " with his own inability to accept 
the dogmas of the Catholic Church in the sense in which he 
knew they were accepted by the authorised exponents of that 
system, and in the sense in which he had himself professed to 
accept them, is to call a "true thing" by a "wrong name." 
"Honest doubt" is one thing; but to profess to believe a 
definite set of opinions, with definite meanings attached to them, 
by common agreement of the members of the community who 
profess them, when as a matter of fact you do not believe them. 
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is another. This is not "honest doubt," but deliberate and 
intentional deceit. 

That Browning should not hesitate to put truth of the highest 
import into the mouth of a professional casuist is significant alike 
of his artistic method and of his general outlook upon human 
life. Contrast is the dominant motive of his poetic com- 
positions. He not only relies upon this motive for the broad 
artistic effects of his larger compositions, but he employs it so 
universally in his handling of ideas that it becomes an integral 
part of his poetic style. He may well have considered, thero- 
fore, that these sincere and profound thoughts gained in 
emphasis and force by coming from a complacent and insincere 
man of the world, instead of a doubting saint. But a more 
probable explanation is to be found by connecting Browning's 
conception of Bishop Blougram*s character with his general 
outlook upon human life ; and in particular with that presenta- 
tion of the mixed nature of man which underlies his 
^ monologue " pictures of great men as painted by themselves. 

Even a bad, or unsuccessful, man has a good effect upon the 
world, says Wordsworth. 

«'Tis Nature's Law 
That none, the meanest of created things. 
Of forms created the most vile and brute. 
The dullest or most noxious, should exist 
Divorced from good — a spirit and pulse of good, 
A life and soul, to every mode of being 
Inseparably linked." 

Old Cumberland Beggar, 

And Wordsworth is in effect repeating what Shakespeare had 
observed before him (" Henry VV* »▼• i)» Browning goes 
further. The man himself is goo<^ he says. Only go down 
deep enough, only lay bare the real causes of his vices, and you 
will find that even his evil actions reveal a trace of the working 
of the principle of Good. And this universally working 
principle of Good, or Love, he seeks to identify as the Eternal 
Energy to which all things owe their being. So in his life of 
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deceit Bishop Blougram has moments of sincerity. He hides 
from men his real motives, but, in spite of himself he lets us see 
that the principle of good is at work eyen in him. In short. 
Bishop Blougram is only one more example of the central truth 
which Browning seeks to establish hy all his poetic analysis — the 
universal immanence of good. 

1. 6. Like this of brother Pugii^s, Pugin, the famous Roman 
Catholic architect (Augustus, W. N., 1812-1852). 

1. 54. Count D^Oruvf* Minister of the third Napoleon in 
London. 

1. 113. And Parma* s pride, th$ Jerome* The Madonna di S. 
Girolamo (so-called because St. Jerome is the chief figure in the 
composition) by Correggio. It was given to the Convent of St. 
Antony at Parma in 1527. 

1. 117. The marvellous Modenese, Antonio Allegri, called 
** Correggio," from the small town so-named, where he was bom 
(1494- 1 5 34) : but this town was within the boundaries of the 
State of Modena. 

1. 316. Peter* s creed, or ^rather y Ktldebran^s* Hildebrand, the 
Italian monk, who established the supremacy of the Church over 
the State, and, as Pope Gregory VII. (1073-1085), received the 
submission of Henry IV., the German Emperor (/.e. head of the 
Holy Roman Empire), after his pilgrimage to Canossa. 

1. 475. Would / . . , fight Austerlit% for reasons such and such f 
The battle of Austerlitz (in Moravia) was fought by Napoleon I. 
against the combined Austrian and Russian armies on December 
2, 1805. Three Emperors commanded : Napoleon of France, 
Alexander of Russia, and Francis of Austria. The victory, 
which cost 30,000 men, was followed by the territorial readjust- 
ments of the Treaty of Presbui:g, December 26, 1805. 

1. 516. Giulio Romano* s pictures, Doiwlamts lute, Giulio 
Romano (Pippi) assisted Rapnael in painting the l(>ggie of the 
Vatican (c, 1498-1 546). John Dowland was the musical com- 
poser (of madrigals, &c.), b. 1562, d, c, 161 5. 

1, 520. Pandulph, ofjair Milan^ Cardinal, He proclaimed the 
deposition of King John, by Pope Innocent, at Northampton in 
1212 ; and received John's submission to the Pope in May 
1213. 
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L 577. Straust it the next advance, David Friedrich Strauss 
(1808-1874), German theologian ; he wrote the Leben Jem 
Krititek hearieitet in 1835. 

L715. Khg B9mha*s lasiManm fitter yet, Ferdinand II. of 
Naples (18 10-1859), termed ^ King Bomoa,** gave up his capital 
(and the Liberal party) to the laxcaroni and the reactionary 
rojralist troops on May 15, 1848. In 1856 England and France 
lodged protests against his tyrannical methods of goyemment. 
Antemiti sayt^ Giacomo Antonelli, Cardinal, and President of the 
Council of Ministers at Rome, March 1848 (and afterwards). 

1. 728. The NafUt* liqmfiiet'm may be fidu. The blood of 
St. Januarius, ^ when brought into the presence of the martyr's 
body, liquefies and bubbles in a wonderhil manner, just as if 
recently shed, which is also seen to this day.'* (Brev. Rom. 
Pars Autumnalis, die zix Septembris, torn, iv., Mechlin, 1836.) 
On the other hand, Blanco White says, *<The trick is so gross, 
that there is not a priest, or a man of common-sense at Naples, 
that is not convinced that the red clot is a certain composition 
which melts with a very little heat — the heat that the hands of 
a priest and a crowded church will produce." (Poor Majfi 
Preur^mtive against Poferfy 2nd ed., 1836.) 

1. 744. FicAt/i clever cut at God khnulf, Johann Gottlieb 
Fichte (1762-1814), author of the << Scientific Philosophy," 
"System of Morals," &c. 

ll 972. Sfivester Blot^am^ ttyled ^in fartibut E^scopusy nee 
nottJ* "The autumn of 1850 and the greater part of 185 1 were 
disturbed by an agitation. . . • The papal aggression • . . con- 
sisted in the issue of a papal bull, 'given at St. Peter's, Rome, 
under the seal of the fisherman,' and directing the establishment 
in England ' of a hierarchy of bishops deriving their titles from 
their own sees, which we constitute by the present letter in the 
various apostolic districts.' . . • Under the title of Archbishop 
of Westminster and Administrator Apostolic of the Diocese of 
Southwark, Cardinal Wiseman was now to reside in London. 
Cardinal Wiseman was already well known in England. He was 
of English descent on his father's side and of Irish on his 
mothers \ he was a Spaniard by birth and a Roman by education. 
His family on both sides was of good position ; his father came 
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of a long line of Essex gentry. Wiseman had held the pro- 
fessorship of Oriental languages in the English College at Rome, 
and afterwards became Rector of the College. In 1840 he was 
appointed by the Pope one of the Vicars-Apostolic in England, 
and held his position here as Bishop of Melipotamus in fartibut 
mfidelhtm. He was well known to be a fine scholar, an 
accomplished linguist, and a powerful preacher and con- 
troversialist. But he was believed also to be a man of great 
ecclesiastical ambition — ambition for his Church, that is to say— 
of singular boldness, and of much political ability. The Pope's 
action was set down as in great measure the work of Wiseman. 
The Cardinal himself was accepted in the minds of most 
Englishmen as a type of the regular Italian ecclesiastic — bold, 
clever, ambitious, and unscrupulous." (Justin McCarthy's A 
History of Our Oivn Titnes^ vol. ii., ch. xx.) For a somewhat 
different view of Wiseman's character the reader is referred to 
Lord Beaconsfi eld's Lothair, 

XXVII 

Memorabilia, The poet addresses one who had once <<seen 
Shelley plain." ^ It is an incident which should shine in your 
memory, even as the eagle's feather I found ennobled the spot 
where it lay in the dreary moor which I once crossed." 

XXVIII 

Andrea del Sarto, The monologue is addressed by the painter, 
Andrea del Sarto, to his wife, Lucrezia, as they sit by the 
window of their house, in Florence, at sunset, looking out upon 
Fiesole. 

Andrea del Sarto, /./., the Tailor's Andrew, so-called because 
his father, Agnolo, was a tailor (sarto), was born at Gualfonda, 
Florence, in 1487, or 6, and died in 1531. He married Lucrezia 
(del Fede) on December 26, 15 12, having become enamoured of 
her while her first husband. Carlo Recanati, the hatter, was still 
alive. According to Vasari, Lucrezia was a faithless wife, and a 
jealous, ill-tempered woman — a constant source of evil to the 
man whom she drove to dishonourable practices by her 
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importunitiet for money, and then deceiyed and neglected. The 
•de advantage which she brought the painter was her physical 
beauty ; and she served as a model for the Madonnas and other 
female characters in his works. Andrea died, neglected and 
abandoned, at an age when his powers should still have been at 
their prime, on January 22, 1531* Lucrezia lived to survive 
him by forty years. 

Like others of the great masters of the Renaissance period, 
Andrea del Sarto commenced life as a craftsman. He worked 
under a goldsmith, and afterwards under Barile, while he was a 
boy ; and then studied figure-drawing from the cartoons of 
Leonardo da Vinci and Michelangelo. His first great work was 
the decoration of the portico of the Church of the Annunciation 
(the Santissima Annunziata), founded by the seven Florentine 
nobles who in 1233 established the Order of the Servi di 
Maria, The church itself dates from 1250 ; but it was rebuilt 
during the period 1601-1615. Andrea was employed by the 
Servi during the five years 1509- 15 14 upon this task, and it 
was in virtue of the perfect execution of these frescoes that he 
earned the title of ^ the Faultless Painter," or ** Andrea senza 
errori." The marvellous precision of his drawing, and the 
technical excellence of his work in general — ^which place him 
second only to Raphael as a Master of Painting — are to be traced 
in part to the early training of hand and eye which he received 
as a working craftsman, and in part to his infinite assiduity and 
deliberate carefulness in mastering detail. This instinct for 
technical perfection was, however, die cause of his comparative 
failure as well as the cause of his success. It seems to have 
created a habit of mind in which it was difficult for the 
imagination to have free play. ''A man's reach," he says 
in the monologue, *< should exceed his grasp." In Andrea's 
case his ''grasp" exceeded his *< reach" — his technical 
mastery of the processes of painting was greater than his 
power of conception. In the poem he is made to ascribe this. 
deficiency of creative power to the faults of his wife's charac- 
ter. She has a perfect body, but no soul. She lends him her 
physical beauty, but she either cannot, or will not, help him 
with her soul. 

VOL. II. U 
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Of his most notable works (other than the frescoes already 
mentioned) **Thc Nativity of the Virgin" and **The Procession 
of the Magi" were finished by 15 14. The Madonna del Sacco 
(so-called because Joseph is represented as leaning against a 
sack), a lunette in the great cloister on the nor^-west side 
of the Church of the Annunciation, and his masterpiece, was 
painted in 1525. The ''Last Supper" in the [suppressed] 
monastery of S. Salvi, about a half mile from the Porta tdlt Croce^ 
of Florence, was completed in 1527. The chief event in his life 
was his visit to the Court of Francis I. at Fontainebleau, which 
took place in 15 18. He was tlicn at the zenith of his fame, and 
his inclinations as well as his interests made him desirous of 
settling in France. But the importunities of Lucrezia caused 
him to return to Florence. He took with him a large sum of 
money which the King had entrusted to him for the purchase of 
works of art in Italy. He appropriated the money to his own 
use, and broke his promise to return to France. This was his 
** sin," and the houae in which he lived at Florence was built 
with the money thus stolen from King Francis. In the mono- 
logue he is represented as ** regretting little " the shame of this 
deed, because it enabled him to satisfy his love for the soul-less 
Lucrezia. He is even reconciled to his inferiority to Leonardo, 
Raphael and Michelangelo, as being part of the price at which 
that satisfaction was purchased. 

1. 15. Atd look a half hour Jorth on FUsoU, Fiesole is an 
ancient Etruscan town — now having about 3000 inhabitants- 
lying about two miles to the north-east of Florence. The 
modern town contains many ** villas." 

1. 104. The Urhinatewho dkd finte yeart ago, Rafaello Sanzio, 
of Urbino, was four years older than Andrea ; he was bom in 
1483, and died in 1520. 

1. 105. George Vasari sent it me, Giorgio Vasari ( 1 5 1 2- 1 574), 
the author of the famous Vtte di ptk Eccellenti Lktorty Scultorif ed 
Arch'netti (published in 1550), was himselt an architect and 
painter. He was at one time a pupil of Andrea, and the account 
which he gives of the painter's miserable life with Lucrezia is, 
therefore, the more entitled to credence. 

1. 129. Side by side with Angelo, Michelangelo Buonarotti 
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(1474-5, I5^3''4)» s^Bo A Florentine, and a pupil ol Ghirlandajo, 
principal of the accademia established by Lorenzo. 

L 209. The cue-owls speak the name ive call them by* The 
English word " owl " is probably onomatopcsic. The ** cue-owl " 
is the small owl known in Italy as the chiu (from its cry). 

XXIX 

Bejhre, The person of the monologue is the second in a duel. 
He first addresses a friend who would intervene to prevent 
bloodshed. "Things have gone too far for interference," he 
says. "Better let God be the judge. The culprit will be 
punished whether he lives or dies 5 the wronged man will not 
grudge his blood in a cause for which he has already suffered so 
much." He then turns to the duellists, " Will the wrong-doer 
confess his guilt ? No. Then to your places." 

XXX 

After, The wrong-doer has fallen, and the victorious 
avenger speaks, as he looks at the uncovered face of the dead 
man. " Death does not erase the evil : I would we were boys 
again," he says. 

XXXI 

Jn Three Days* The person of the monologue is a lover who 
is about to see his mistress after long separation in three (whole) 
days and a night. He speaks at evening, in summer time. 

The days are long, too long \ but the nights are short, in 
summer. A great deal may happen in " three days " ; what if 
the should change before he sees her ? What if she should have 
changed in the "years" of their separation? He will have 
nothing to do with fears— either great or small ; he is going to 
see her in " three days and one night.'* 

XXXII 

Jn a Year* A woman speaks, whose lover has grown cold. 
«*What vexed him? Love has gone, as it came — unseen. 
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I gave all for his love. If only he loved me still, I would give 
him my life. He would not know kow I loved him even then. 
Out of the crumbled clay of man's love — "what comes next? 
Is it God ? " See note on A JVomatii Last JVord^ p. 249. 

XXXIII 

Old Pictures in Flvrence, The person of the monologue is a 
lover of Art and of Italy. He imagines that he sees the ghosts 
of the Early Italian Painters flitting around the city of Florence, 
grieving at the decay of their works and the wrong done to them 
by the world's neglect. They did not attain the perfection of 
the Great Masters, but they inaugurated the new epoch. In a 
sense their merit is greater than that of *< the Michaels and the 
Raphaels," since but for them the art of Italy would never have 
been born. They achieved less, but they had more to overcome. 
Their imperfection is more wonderful than Raphael's perfection. 

The Art of Greece attained perfection within its sphere. It 
remained for a new Art to be born which could embody wider 
and higher aspirations. Greek art embodied the ideal of physical 
perfection. But the new art of Italy strove to express the 
aspirations born of the Christian era — aspirations which in- 
cluded the hope of " things unseen " and of a soul's life after the 
body had perished. That which is perfect, which has attained 
its final aim, is ex hypothesi incapable of further growth. That 
which is imperfect contains in itself the promise of continuance : 
it must grow until it attains its final aim. So with the Early 
Masters of Italian art. Their imperfection it evidence of their 
merit. They ** dared so much." 

" The first of the new, in our race's story, 
Beats the last of the old." 

With this vindication of the claims of " Old Master this, and 
Early the other " — as their works are carelessly ticked off in the 
catalogue of the visitor — Browning connects an argument for the 
immortality of the soul which he subsequently stated in 
philosophic form (notably in A Bean^Str^ — FerishtaKs Fancies), 
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The argument is this. All imperfection implies the existence of 
a corresponding perfection. A bad apple (to take a simple 
example) implies the existence of a good apple— otherwise how 
could we call it bad f Man's life on earth only permits him to 
be imperfect. His spiritual aspirations cannot be satisfied. But 
there must be a life somewhere else in which such spiritual 
aspirations are satisfied — else how did man come to have them? 
Man's admitted inability to realise his highest aspirations on 
earth is, therefore, evidence that he is to live another life ; since 
without this other life his being could never attain to its full 
development. Greek art was perfect, because its range was 
limited. The new art was imperfect, because its possibilities of 
growth were as vast as the unsatisfied aspirations of man's soul. 

" To-day's brief passion limits their range, 

It seethes with the morrow for us and more. 
They are perfect — ^how else ? they shall never change : 
We arc faulty — why not ? We have time in store." 

The poet rounds ofi^ and vHalises, his appeal for the due 
recognition of the Early painters by a reference to the Campanile. 
He begins the monologue by a distant view of Florence in which 
the " startling bell-tower " of Giotto is " most to praise " and 
'* best to see." Giotto is a case in point. His great work, the 
Campanile, is unfinished, and by virtue of its incompleteness it 
remains an inspiration. One day, he concludes, when Italy is 
united and Florence is free,* the Campanile shall ** soar up in 
gold " to its full height, 

** Completing Florence, as Florence Italy." 

Stanza 2. The startling bell'tower Giotto raised, Giotto, 
Angiolotto, or Ambrogiotto di Bondone (1276- 1336-7), was the 
friend of Dante, the pupil of Cimabue, and (in 1334) master of 
the Cathedral (Santa Maria di Fiore) works and city-architect 
of Florence, where he built the (unfinished) Campanile. He 

g?^* The poem was published in 1855, when the present 
kingdom of Italy was in the making. 
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also painted frescoes in the Campo Santo at Pisa, and worked 
at Rome (1298). 

Stanza 8. In a letter written in October 1855 to Dante 
Gabriel Rossetti, Browning gives a list of corrections which he 
desires Rossetti to make in the text of the second volume of 
** Men and Women." The third line of this stanza is altered 
from " where all their work is to do *' to ** where their work is 
all to do." And in line 7 *' that " is struck out. 

Stanza 9. PTkat not a ivord for Stefano there, Stefano (the 
father of Tommaso di Stefano, called Giottino), an early painter 
characterised by his '* naturalism," and hence styled by his con- 
temporaries Smia della Natura — ^The Ape of Nature. See Vasari^ 
the biographer, &c. See note on p. 290). 

Stanza 10. In 1. 4 alter ''and there's its transit to ^and 
then sic transit,** (R. B.'s correction as in stanza 8.) 

Stanza i 2. Lines 3 and 4 are altered from 

** And bringing your own shortcomings there, 
You grew content • , ," 

to 

** Earth here, rebuked by Olympus there. 

And grew content . . ." (R. B. as before.) 

Stanza 18. Line 6. For "His face" read "Man's face.** 
(R. B.) 

Stanza 19. Line 5. For "the hopes" read "new hopes." 
(R. B.) 

Stanza 20. Line i. For 

" Give these, I say, full honour and glory '* 
read 

" Give these, I exhort you, their guerdon and glory." 

And in 1. 6 strike out " the." (R. B.) 

Stanza 22. These references to what Browning subsequently 
stated as the doctrine that life on earth is a training-school for 
the life beyond the grave, and the complementary doctrine that 
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evil it neccMary for the growth of the soul (since all moral growth 
is reaction against evil), are noticeable* 

Stanza 23. Nicolo the PisaoyU, Niccola Pisano {c, 1206- 
1278), sculptor ; his works are to be found at Bologna, Lucca, 
Pisa, and Sienna. Qmabuey Giovanni Gualtieri (1240-r. 1300), 
revived the study of nature in painting ; worked on the duomoy 
Pisa \ fresco-painter. G^berti^ Lorenzo (1378-c. i455),|Florentine 
sculptor and architect ; designed the gate of the Baptistery at 
Florence. GAtrlandajo^ Domenico Currado (1449- c. 1498), Tuscan 
painter ; among his works are frescoes in the Sistine Chapel. 

Stanza 26. TAe great Bigordi, Domenico del Ghirlandajo, or 
Domenico di Tommaso Curradi di DofFo Bigordi (1449-1494) ; 
he painted a St. Jerome in 1480 in the Church of Ognissanti, 
Florence. Nor SandrOf Alessandrio Filipepi, called Sandro 
Botticelli (1437-1515) ; decorated the Sistine Chapel for Pope 
' Sixtus ly., made etchings for Dante's Inferno, Fra Angeliws^ 
Giovanni da Fiesole (Guido or Guidolino Santi Tosini, 1387- 
1455) ; Florentine fresco-painter, employed by Pope Nicolas V, 
Taddeo Gaddi^ son of Gadd& Gaddi, and pupil of Giotto ^1300 — 
after 1 366) ; Florentine painter. Intonaco^ Italian ^rough-cast." 
In fresco-painting the artist rubbed — with terra rossa — a rough 
design on the last coat of plaster — tAe intonaco — and then allowed 
the plaster to dry. See notes on p. 252, for Browning's use of 
technical terms. 

Stanza 27. PoZ/tf/Wo, Antonio (r. 1426-1498), and Pietro 
(1428- 1 498), Florentine painters and sculptors. Alesso Baldo- 
vmetti, Florentine painter (1424- 1499). 

Stanza 28. Margheritone of Are»%o^ Florentine painter, 
sculptor and architect (c. 1212-1289). 

Stanza 29. In 1. 3 for **Rot or" read « Their pictures." 
(R.B.) 

Stanza 30. Buonarrottiy Michelangelo. See p. 288, 289. Zeno^ 
the founder of the Stoic school of philosophy. 

Stanza 31. TAe dm San Spirtto, The church of the Santo 
Spirito at Florence, rebuilt in 143 3-148 1 from the designs of 
Bremellcs, is on the south side of the Amo. Tke Ognissanti^ the 
church of the Minorites, dedicated to All Saints, on the north of 
the Amo« 
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Stanza 32. Hunting Radetskf^s soulf Austrian Field-Marshal, 
Count of Radetsky (1766-1858). He served ithrough the 
Napoleonic wars, and, as general of the Austrian forces in Italy, 
won the battle of Novara (November 25, I799).« 

Stanza 33. Omit "sober" in line 3. (R. B.) fFttan- 
i^emot, A.-S. witana-gemot, the assembly of "knowing" (wit) 
men : council, or parliament. Alter line 5 from 

" To ponder Freedom restored to Florence ** 

to 

" Shall ponder, once Freedom restored to Florence." (R. B.) 

Trace of the Lorrainet, In 1736 Maria Theresa married Duke 
Franz of Lorraine and Tuscany (afterwards Kaiser Franz I. of 
Germany), who thus became the founder of the new line of 
Habsburg-Lorraine, from August i, 1804, Emperors of Austria. 
The day I ofOrgagna. Andrea di Cione, Florentine painter, poet 
and architect {c. 13 16-1376), pre-eminent in the fourteenth 
century after the death of Giotto. 

Stanza 35. Alter line 4 from 

" Turning the Bell-tower's alt altissimo " 
to 

"And turn the Bell-tower*s alt to altissimo** (R. B.). 
Seccaccia, Woodcock. Braccia. Arms (length of), 

XXXIV 

Li a BaJcoty, The persons of the drama are the Queen, 
Constance (her cousin), and Norbert (her Minister of State). 
All three place love first among life's prizes, and each presents a 
characteristic view of the supremacy of love ; since each one sees 
love's worth from a separate point of view, -^"^ '^^^^ 

To Constance love is a relationship independent of any mutual 
tie of circumstance. You do not, teach the falcon to hawk by 
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^ ringing " his foot ; nor does the conventional tie of marriage 
make the union of two beings. 

** Get the world's warrant, ring the falcon's foot. 
And make it duty to be bold and swift. 
When long ago 'twas nature. Have it so I 
He never hawked hj rights till flung from fist ? 
Oh, the man's thought 1 — no woman's such a fool." 

She and Norbert have the reality of union ; they can wait in 
patience till the time comes for them to seek the world's ratifica- 
tion of their love. 

To Norbert love is the supreme impulse to action that makes 
the man. Why hide its existence ? Why not let love have its 
way ? All nature follows the law of its being : 

^ Let us do so— aspire to live as these 
In harmony with truth, ourselves being true." 

His whole life must be subservient to his love for Constance. 
Therefore he will have her hand in marriage, declare his fixed 
choice to the world, and manifest love's supremacy in this as in 
all other acts of his life. 

^. . . I count life just a stuff 
To try the soul's strength on, educe the man 
Who keeps one end in view, makes all things serve, 
So I will seize and use all means to prove 
And show this soul of mine you crown as yours, 
And justify us both." 

To the Queen love is the one thing real in life. She has 
lived with shadows. The opportunity for love comes un- 
expectedly, and she seizes upon the promise of reality which it 
offers as her last chance of learning what life is. To attain her 
end she will dissolve her marriage, spurn her rank, and recall 
her youth. To Constance she says : 
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** There is no good of life but love — but love ! 
What else looks good is some shade flung from love — 
Love gilds it, gives it worth. Be warned hj me, 
Never you cheat yourself one instant. Love, 
Give love, ask only love, and leave the rest ! '* 

And again : 

^ Remember, I (and what am I to you ?) 
Would give up all for one, leave Uirone, lose life. 
Do all but just unlove him ! *' 

But such love, baffled of fulfilment, becomes a devouring fire 
that destroys everything, even the being that kindled it, in its 
fierce flame. When the Queen learns the truth — sees that it is 
Constance and not she whom Norbert loves — in a moment her 
love is turned to hate, and she sends them both to death. 

XXXV 

Saul, In this poem Browning answers the question, ^ What 
is the ultimate source of consolation for a grief-stricken soul ? " 
by the reply, <'The assurance of life after death through the 
Incarnation.'* But this — the reply of the Christian faith — it 
(i) expressed by the method of art, and (2) rendered into the 
terms of nineteenth-century thought. In both of these respects 
the poem is an example of the vitality of the mental principle in 
art upon which he has insisted in Old Pictures m Florence ,* where 
to the question, ** What more do you wish for than Greek Art ? '* 
the Early Italian painters replied : 

''Make the hopes shine through the flesh they fray. 
New fears aggrandise the rags and tatters. 
So bring the invisible full into flttf^ 

Let the visible go to the dogs — what matters f " * 

* A work of art is not a representation of a real object, but a 
representation of a real object in its mental aspect. The 
prominence given to this mental aspect varies in the several 
arts ; it is greatest in poetry and least in architecture. (The 
Editor's Principles of Criticism^ New Edit., p. 128.) 
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Thus Browning takes the Old Testament narratiTe ol how 
King Saul sent for the Shepherd David to play to him, and 
presents it in its mental aspect. He shows us all the significance 
which this incident — ^in itself a natural, though not a colourless, 
incident in the life of a Shepherd King — ^has acquired for the 
new mind of the nineteenth century, when it is considered in 
association with nineteenth-century thought. Using the method 
of art he brings " the invisible full into play." 

In order to understand how Brovming has associated the story 
with modem thought, a brief account of the argument of the 
monologue must be given. David, after relating how he was 
received by Abner and in what case he found Saul, tells the 
thoughts which inspired his "sweet singing." How dissipate 
the cloud of sadness that blinds the faculties of the warrior-chief.^ 
First he plays upon his harp in soothing strains, then he sings to 
his harp of the joy of life, of Saul himself, his deeds and his 
fame. Thus the King is awakened from his stupor. 

" Death was past, life not come — so he waited." 

But how "to sustain him when song had restored him"? 
He sings again — of the joys not of the flesh, but of the spirit. 
His deeds will live after him ; he will live in the records of the 
scribe, and the "sweet comment" of the poet, and future 
generations will know him. Here Saul resumes his "old 
motions " and puts on once more his kingly equipment. 

But something more is wanted. This subjective existence is 
not enough to satisfy the soul of man. Can he promise Saul a 
personal survival of death? a "new life altogether, as good, 
ages hence. As this moment " ? He would like to do so, since he 
loves Saul. Then in a flash the thought comes : " If I, a man, 
can love my fellow-man so greatly, must not God love him still 
more?" And so under the impulse of this thought he tells 
Saul — in speech now, no longer seeking the aid of harp and song 
— his assured belief that Ood will "succeed with life's day- 
spring, death's minute of night ;" and foretells in a vision of the 
Incarnation the act of sacrifice by which God's love is proved to 
be almighty, and " Salvation joins issue with death ! " 
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The argument for the immortality of the soul which appears 
in Saul is noticeable both in itself, and because it is subsequently 
re-stated in a more complete form as part of what is almost a 
formal philosophic vindication of the cardinal doctrines of the 
Christian Faith. Here David is made to base the assurance of a 
life after death, which is the final and supreme consolation that 
he offers to Saul, upon the thought that God the Perfect will not 
be outdon* in love by Man the Imperfect. Man's instinct for 
love comes from God ; it is, therefore, impossible to suppose that 
God is inferior to Man in this quality, since Man's love is only a 
part of God's love. 

^* Do I find love so full in my nature, God's ultimate gift, 
That I doubt his own love can compete with it ? here, the parts 

shift? 
Here, the creature surpass the Creator, the end, what Began ? 
Would I fain in my impotent yearning do all for this man, 
And dare doubt He alone shall not help him, who yet alone 

can?" 

But man is helpless — the "mere atoms" despise him. True ; 
but in man the will, the intention, is everything. He is not 
required to act, only to wish to act. That completes his 
service — the service of the Imperfect. But God is Perfect. 
With Him to will is to act. If the Imperfect renders his perfect 
service, so much the more will the Perfect render His. 

" I know that my service is perfect.— Oh, speak through mc 

now ! 
Would I suffer for him that I love? So wilt Thou—so wilt 

Thou ! " 

God's " power of being loved " is as almighty as His love. His 
perfect service of love is to make it impossible for any creature 
not to love Him. He will show ever the " weakness in strength," 
the " flesh in the Godhead," that David craves for, and so make 
Saul love him. 
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<<OSaul, it shall be 
A Face like my face that receives thee : a Man like to me 
Thou shalt love and be loved by, for ever ! a Hand like this 

hand 
Shall throw open the gates of new life to thee ! See the Christ 

stand!" 

The more complete statement of this argument for a future 
existence from the imperfection of man's life on earth is to be 
found in A Bean-Stripe (" Ferishah's Fancies "). Here, starting 
with the feet that man's nature is a compound of good and evil 
(just as the ** bean-stripe " of the poet is composed of white and 
black beans), he asks, ^ whence did the good in man come, if not 
from God ? " The conception of God as " all-good, all-wise, all- 
powerful" is inconsistent with the conception of man as not 
God, and yet a ** creature with a creature's qualities." To do 
evil, without God's permission, Man must be co-equal with 
God in power. But God is all-powerful. To do good, of his 
own initiative and in spite of his knowledge that good can 
never be realised on earth, Man must be more moral — more 
disinterested in the pursuit of good — than God. But God is all- 
good. The only conclusion, therefore, that can render the 
conception of God as all-good and all-powerful consistent with 
the fact of man's mixed nature (or the imperfection of his life on 
earth), is the belief that the good in Man comes from God, and 
that the evil is allowed to exist — also by God — as a means of 
developing the good. Life on earth thus becomes a preparation 
— a training-sdiool — ^for a subsequent life in which Man's 
aspirations for the good will at length be satisfied. In other 
words, Man's consciousness of the "incompleteness" of his life 
on earth involves a conception of a ** complete " life. This con- 
ception of a complete life cannot be formed by Man out of Man's 
experience on earth, for this experience tells him only of 
•* incompleteness " 5 it must, therefore, come to Man from a 
source unconnected with his experience on earth, i.^., from his 
consciousness, somehow gained, of an order of existence different 
from that in which he moves on earth. 

Browning's conclusion in A BeM-Stripe is this : 
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If man is a being who has the will but not the power to 
attain perfection, and God, who has power both to will and to 
perform, has never intended him ior anything better than life on 
earth — 

"What follows but that God, who could the best. 
Has willed the worst — while man, with powers to match 
Will with performance, were deservedly 
Hailed the supreme — provided . . . here's the touch 
That breaks the bubble . . . this concept of man's 
Were man's own work, his birth of heart and brain. 
His native grace, no alien gift at all. 
The bubble breaks here. Will of man create ? 
No more than this my hand which strewed the beans 
ProducedTiiem also from its finger-tips." 

There are two difficulties which present themselves in any 
consideration of this argument. One is the assumption that 
God must be conceived of as "all-good, all-wise, and all- 
powerful." For an examination of this difficulty the reader is 
referred to the Introduction^ p. xlix. The second is the question 
whether "this concept "oT~ man *^^— the conception of a moral 
ideal which has no objective counterpart in human experience— 
cannot be referred to a mental process analogous to that by which 
the artist (creates an ideal figure, or an ideal landscape, out of the 
materials provided by a physical nature — a representation but 
not a copy of an objective reality. All criticism implies a com- 
parison of the object criticised with another object of the same 
kind. But this standard of comparison need not be an objective 
reality* It may be a type — a mental conception compounded 
of many similar objects of which some are superior, and others 
inferior to the object criticised. The fact, therefore, that we are 
able to criticise a picture does not imply the existence of a better 
picture of the same subject. What it does imply is that we have 
seen a sufficient number of similar pictures^-possibly all inferior 
as a whole to the picture criticised — to enable us to imagine a 
picture with all the excellences and none of the defects that we 
have noticed in seeing them. So, too, the conception of a 
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ttandard of conduct superior to any standard attained by the 
actual conduct of actual men, does not necessarily imply the 
existence of an order of beings whose conduct is so regulated. 

But while in this form the argument is deficient, there is 
another form in which it is effective. The *' concept" of a 
soul's life can be accounted for as an idealisation of the higher 
aspect of man*s life on earth ; but how did it come about that 
man was created with a mind capable of exercising this faculty of 
idealisation — the power of projecting himself beyond the seen 
into the unseen, of desiring to be what he never has been, and 
of creating, by art, objective images of things that have no 
existence in the world of nature ? We can understand how man, 
being furnished with the mental powers of which he is now 
possessed, can idealise. We know the process, and we can trace 
the steps by which an idea, or form, however complex, is slowly 
created in the mind of the individual, and in the collective 
mind of the race. What we do not know is how the First Man 
was equipped with the mental and physical powers out of which 
his mmd ^as we know it now) has grown. Or, going still 
further back, how the First Atom — if only a millionth part of a 
pin's head in size — was endowed with a capacity for such myriad 
productiveness, that the whole fabric of the universe, with every 
known manifestation of organic and inorganic matter, has sprung 
from it. Although millions of years and undiscovered processes 
of change intervene between die faculty of idealisation — the 
flower of man's mental development — and this First Atom, there 
is nothing in the whole vast field of intermediate phenomena 
with which we can connect it. Its source, then, is the Power 
that made the Atom. (See also Introd,y p. li.) 

For the variations between the original and final form of Saul^ 
see the Bibliographical Note, p. Ixxv. 

XXXVI 

^ De Gmtilm ." The poet addresses a friend. Your 

ghost, he says, will walk in an English lane — ^where else are the 
trees so beautiful as they are in England ? — mine, in a goi^ge of 
the wind-swept Apennines. When I die the word '* Italy " will 
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be found engraved upon my heart. The monologue is lyric in 
motive and culminates in the fine apostrophe, ^ Italy, my 
Italy!" 

Browning died at Venice on December 12, 1889. His body 
was conveyed on shipboard, with municipal and state honours, to 
be taken to England ; where it was buried in Westminster 
Abbey. 

Where the baked cicalas die of drought. The ** cicala '* is the 
tree-cricket of Southern Europe ; the ** locust " of Australia. 

Such lovers old are land she. In a letter of November 1 7, 1 845, 
Browning, alluding to the circumstances under which he first 
came to write to Miss Barrett, says : ^ As for expecting then 
what has followed ... I shall only say I was scheming how to 
get done with England and go to my heart in Italy." (Letters, 
&C.) Browning had paid two brief visits to Italy after his first 
travels in 1833-4. 

XXXVII 

Women and Roses is a lyric monologue in which the poet sees a 
vision of women in a cloud circling around a rose-tree. On the 
rose-tree are three roses. The withered rose is the rose of the 
women of the past ; the rose full in bloom is the rose of the 
women of to-day ; and the rose in bud " without a thorn ** is the 
rose of the women of the future. He appeals to them each in 
turn, but they continue to circle each their rose, and give no 
answer to his question : 

" Which of the roses three 
Is the dearest rose to me ? " 

XXXVIII 

Protus, A contrast in faces and in fates. 
1. 4. Loricy i,e, cuirass or breast-plate. 

XXXIX 

Holy-Cross Day, The comparison between the view expressed 
in the supposed extract from a ^ diary by the Bishop's Secretary " 
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(which Browning places at its head) and the actual feelings of 
the Jews, as portrayed by the poet, is exhibited in Stanzas i-io. 
The remaining stanzas contain a protest against the persecution 
of the Jews in which the contention is advanced that the 
sufferings endured by the Jews in refusing to accept the creed of 
men who dishonoured Christ is an amendment for the guilt they 
incurred in denying Him, "Rome" makes amends for 
*• Calvary." They may boast that at least the Jew 

<* Would wrest Christ*! name from the Devil's crew." 

** Holy Cross Day" — the festival of the ExalUtion of the Cross 
— appears in the Calendar of the Book of Common Prayer as late 
as 1662 at the date, September 14. It commemorates (i) the 
consecration of the Church of the Holy Sepulchre at Jerusalem in 
335 A.D^ and (2) the restoration of the true Cross to the holy 
sepulchre after the victory of Heraclius over the Persians (a.d. 
628). See Gibbon, Decl'mej ScCy ch. zlvi. 

Stanza 2. To handsel the bhhofs shaving-shears. To be 
shaved was evidence of conversion. Con/, Stanza 7, "Lo, 
Micah — the self-same beard on chin He was four times already 
converted in." 

Stanza 9. ff^ere spurred through the Corso, The chief street 
of the Rome of the Papacy ; so-called — " the Course " (Corso) — 
because the (horse) races of the Carnival were held in it. The 
Corso followed the line of the Flaminian Way of old Rome. It 
runs now from the Piazza del Popolo to the Piazza Venezia, at 
the foot of the Capitoline Hill ; and although it has been recently 
widened, it still remains a narrow street in comparison with the 
wider thoroughfares of the New Rome of the Monarchy. Zola 
compares it to the rue Saint-Honore in Paris. " • . • le Corso, 
une longue rue etroite, a peine aussi large que notre rue Saint- 
Honore, blanche de soleil a gauche, noire d'ombre a droite, et au 
bout de laquelle la lontaine place du Peuple faisait comme une 
etoile de lumiere : etait-ce done la le coeur de la ville, la 
promenade celebree, la voie vivante oii affluait tout le sang de 
Rome ? " {Rome,) 

The present Pope abolished (R, B.'s note) 5 />., Pio None 
(Mastai Ferretti), 1846-1878. 

X 
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XL 

The Guardian Ar^eU Browning (and Mrs, Browning — * My 
angel with me too ") visit Fano and see Guercino's picture of 
the guardian angel teaching the child to pray, at the Church of 
S. Agostino. He sees it three times, and (he says) : 

•* I took one thought his picture struck from me, 
And spread it out, translating it to song." 

The person of the monologue is the poet himself. In 
stanzas 1-5 he addresses the angel ; in stanzas 6-8 his friend, 
Alfred Domett (the ** Waring " of the poem so-named), then in 
New Zealand. The thought, ** How differently I should view 
the world, if the angel could teach me as he teaches this child," 
brings the strange career of Alfred Domett into his mind, and he 
wonders how he fares in his distant home. The beauty of the 
poem arises from a twofold appeal. First, the pathos of humility 
— a great intellect desiring to become as ** a little child " ; and 
(2) the pathos of friendship — Browning, in thinking of himself 
thinks of Domett. 

Stanza 6. Guercino drew this angel, Guercino da Cento 
(Francesco Barbieri), 1 590-1666, Italian painter. 

Atfredy dear friend, Alfred Domett, poet and colonial states- 
man, b. May 20, 181 1, d, Nov. 2, 1887. From 1829 to 1833 
he was in residence at St. John's Collie, Cambridge, but he left 
the University without taking a degree. In 1841 he was called 
to the Bar at the Middle Temple ; in the following year he 
invested money in the land acquired by the New Zealand 
Company, and left England for that Colony. Here he rose 
through successive offices to the premiership of the Colony 
(1862-3). In 1 871 Domett returned to England, remaining in 
London (where he renewed his intercourse with Browning) until 
his death. His best-known poem, the <* Christmas Hymn," was 
published in Blackwoood^s M^axine before his emigration to New 
Zealand. His great work, ''Ranolf and Amohia," remains 
practically unknown, in spite of its conspicuous merit — a merit 
which Browning himself emphatically declared. *^I rank it 
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under nothing — taken altogether — nothing that has appeared in 
my day and generation, for subtle, yet clear, writing about 
subjects of all others the most urgent for expression and the 
least easy in treatment." And Tennyson expressed a less un- 
reserved, but scarcely less striking, appreciation. For Domett*s 
character, as it appeared to his friends in London who knew him 
before he took the step which so completely changed the current 
of his life, see fFaring, 

** He was prouder than the devil : 
How he must have cursed our revel ! 
Ay, and many other meetings, 
Indoor visits, outdoor greetings. 
As up and down he paced this London, 
With no work done, but great works undone. 
Where scarce twenty knew his name." 

This stanza from War'mg sufficiently explains how it was that 
Browning connected the sight of Guercino's angel teaching a 
little child to pray with Uie thought of the baffled and dis- 
appointed genius who had gone to the Antipodes to find a career. 

[It is hoped that a reprint of Ranolf and Amohia will be added 
shortly to the volumes of *f The King's Classics."] 

Stanza 8. Hwo ■ rolls the Wairoa at your fVorl^s far end f 
The Wairoa runs into Hawke's Bay, on the east coast of the 
North Island of New Zealand. Domett and others settled in 
this district, where they founded the town of Napier. ThU is 
Anconoy yonder is the Sea, Fano lies on the Adriatic coast, 
between Ravenna and Ancona. 

XLI 

GeoH, The person of the monologue, which is cast into the 
form of an epistle, is <<Cleon," poet, painter, musician, and 
philosopher ; he addresses '* Protos," King and sole-ruler of a 
city-state, from whom he has just received a letter accompanied 
by a gift of slaves and treasures. 

To the King's first question — How can he (Cleon) do all 
these things ; make poems and songs, '.paint pictures- and write 
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philosophy ? — ^he replies, ^ Because the soul of man is the 
product, not of the individual's experience, but of the experience 
of the race. As such, the soul of man develops with each 
successive generation. The actual descent of Zeus to the earth 
to reveal Himself and prove that He is latent in everything, is a 
dream. But while we see — as we do — all nature and (physical) 
man grow and develop, it is impossible to think that the soul 
should alone deteriorate. So I, who am not as great as Homer 
in poetry, or Terpander in song, or Phidias and his friend in 
painting, have yet got something that none of these had. That 
something I have got by ^ running these into one souL' This 
capacity of the soul for growth is the gift of the Gods." 

(11.43-157.) 

To the second question — Does not he (CI eon) feel that by 
thus ** putting his soul into men's hearts " by his works of art he 
has attained the ^proper end oi life?" — he replies that his 
*< success" is no more sufficient to enable him to face death 
without fear than is the King's "good tortune," "What is it," 
he asks, " that makes man differ from the animal creation ? " 
The capacity of " critically learning how he lives," his ** sense of 
sense," his consciousness of a personality. But, as it is, man 
would have been happier without this power. If he had re- 
mained "the natural man, the better beast," he would have 
been satisfied with the life of earth. Now " life's inadequate to 
joy." The soul climbs the "watch-tower" of progress only to 
discover a " world of capability for joy," of which the flesh for- 
bids it to take one jot. And so, even as the Naiad in the 
fountain can only send up the one small thread of water that her 
tube can take from the great river behind the hills, 

"... a man can use but a man's joy 
While he sees God's." 

It is not " malice " on the part of Zeus, nor " carelessness. 
But if Zeus has a " care " for man's good, he makes no sign. 

Cleon, therefore, shares the King's " profound discouragement^" 
and agrees that " most progress is most failure." (11. 158-272.) 

He then returns to die point suggested by the King in 
11. 168-180$ viz.) that the subjective immortality which. the 
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artist secures by the works he leaves behind him should in his 
(Cleon's) case be sufficient to satisfy the soul's aspirations for a 
life after death. To this argument Cleon replies that the 
creative artist has no advantage over the man of action, unless 
the "knowing how to live" is the same as "actual living." 
But it is not. "If," as the King says, "iEschylus lives 
* because we read his plays/ why, let him 

* . • • come and take 
Thy slave in my despite — drink from thy cup — 
Speak in my place.' " 

On the contrary, the artist's more acute sense of the joy of life 
and his enlarged powers of soul make the thought of death the 
more bitter to him than to other men. The horror of this 
result sometimes drives him to imagine a " future state revealed 
by Zeus." But he cannot believe this : for Zeus has made no 
revelation as yet, and, had such a future state been possible, Zeus 
m$at have revealed it. (11. 273-335.) 

He concludes by bidding the Kmg, therefore, 

" Live long and happy, and in that thought die 
Glad for what was." 

Adding that, for the rest, he cannot direct his (the King's 
messenger to this Paulus (or Christus), the Jew. Nor is he 
troubled much to know : for to suppose that a mere barbarian 
Jew should have access to such a secret is to wrong the Greek 
philosophy. 

Here, then, the same question is raised — and answered by 
implication by Browning in the same way — as that raised in 
Saul: How console man for the annihilation of his personality 
by death ? But whereas in Saul the person of the monologue, 
David, has an assured belief in the revelation of God to man, 
crowned by the prophetic vision of the Incarnation, here Cleon 
refuses to believe that such a revelation has been made " as yet.'* 
His answer, therefore, is the answer of the Greek philosophy 1 
In the absence of a direct revelation from Zeus there is no hope 
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of the sours immortality. Man, therefore, must die glad fir 
tvhat 'was. Hence both poems — the one directly, and the other 
by implication — assert the necessity of the Incarnation. It is 
noticeable that the late Mr. Frederic Myers in his "Human 
Personality and its Survival of Bodily Death" takes the 
acceptance or rejection of the historic validity of the Incarnation 
as a measure of the possibility of demonstrating the soul's 
survival of bodily death in terms of science. The eighteenth 
century, he says in effect, denied the Incarnation ; the nine- 
teenth century neither denies nor affirms, being in a state of 
suspended judgment. Will the twentieth century decide the 
question I Indeed, Myers' work is a new and effective comment 
upon the words of St. Paul : " If in this life only we have hope 
in Christ, we are of all men most miserable." 

For the many points of resemblance in the argument from the 
imperfection of man — man's sense of the incompleteness of his 
life on earth involves a future and complete life hereafter — as 
presented in Cleorij with the same argument as presented in Old 
Pictures in Florence — Christian art is imperfect as compared with 
Greek art, because the Christian vision of the physically unseen 
is more difficult of expression — and in Saul, the reader is referred 
to the notes on these poems. 

Clean, There are many " Cleons " who figure in the records 
of Greek history, literature, and art ; but the •• Cleon " of the 
poem is not to be identified with any one of them, any more 
than ** Protos " (possibly carrying its literal sense ** first among 
men ") is to be conected with any historic " tyrant," 

" As certain of your own poets have said " — For we are also his 
offspring, St. Paul at Athens (Acts xvii. 28). ToO yh.p koX yivcn 
kviUif (the original) is from the ^aivbikOfo. of Aratus (jlor, c, 
B.C. 270). It is noticeable that Aratus was a fellow-countryman 
(if born at Soli, in Cilicia), or possibly (if bom at Tarsus) a 
fellow-citizen of St. Paul. The poem was astronomical in 
subject. 

1. 15. h her crocus vest vfoven of sea-v)ools. If "woven of 
Sea-wools" be a translation of dXoi/pT^f (sea-wrought), the 
epithet is inconsistent with the adjective " crocus " (icpoKiiirbi^ 
saffron-coloured) ; since ** sea-wrought " implies that the fabric 
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is dyed with the purple dye obtained from the murtx* The 
** saffron " robe is the livery of the State, In this connection it 
may be noticed that Browning varies in his transliteration of 
Greek words, sometimes keeping the Greek form and sometimes 
giving the Latin equivalent — €,g^ "Protos" (1. i), "Zeus" 
(1. 41), "Epos" (I. 285) J but "PcBcile " (1. 53), "Phcebus" 
(1. 288), and « Paulus" (1. 340). 

1. 51. On the pharei i^,j the "pharos " or light-house. 

1. 53. The PoecUe; Le,f ij xoticiXi; [<rro<i], the decorated (lit. 
" mottled '*) and roofed colonnade. The Pcecile at Athens was the 
frescoed colonnade in which Zeno taught — hence the name "Stoic." 

1. 74. The SmPs achievements here. The " soul " is " con- 
sciousness " ; the differentiating and determining principle of 
human, as apart from animal, existence, as explained in 11. 197-8 
and 216 ; and hence the individual manifestations of this prin- 
ciple (" My soul thus in men's hearts," 1. 162) become part of the 
sum total of man's life on earth — part of the " soul " of the race. 

1. 138. f^hatj and the soul alone deteriorates? Conf. Domett's 
lines in Ranolf and Amohia : 

" What ! did man o'er those animal cycles to royal pre-eminence 

rise. 
But by stimulants — impulses true — true outer and inner supplies. 
Yet by means that are false and illusive to moral perfection must 

tower — 
True sun and true air make the plant, mock sun and sham air 

make its flower ! 
Are not forces through Nature the nobler, to nobler productions 

that tend ? 
And shall man by the false and deceptive, most truly the lower — 

ascend ? 
Can His upward be really the downward ? One refluent wave 

can he be — 
Flowing back 'mid the millions that run right-a-head in the 

Universe-Sea?" 

" Who has not heard how Tyrian shells 
Enclosed the blue, that dye of dyes." 

(Popular itjf see p. 310.) 
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1. 148. Pricked its cufis Honey with wine; i.e., varied its 
sweetness with the contrasting piquancy of wine. 

1. 250. Tempting life to take. An absolute use of the verb " to 
take," with the sense of ** become acquisitive." ** We struggle 
— fiiin to enlai^ge Our bounded physical recipiency," &c. Joy, 
as the soul sees joy, tempts life to acquire new properties of life, 
in its vain endeavour to become ** adequate to joy." The meaning 
is illustrated by the beautiful simile of of the Naiad to whom the 
artificer has given only her ** one small tube." However much 
of the water of the great river she tried to draw through her 
tube, she could send up no more than her ** first strait thread." 

1. 264. For thy me f /.«., man*s use. Zeus cannot pretend 
that he desires to help man by making him (man) despair, in 
order that he (Zeus) may be still happier. 



XLII 

The Twins are "date" and "dabitur" — "Give" and "it 
shall be given unto you." The poem was written for a bazaar, 
which Mrs. Browning's sister, Arabel Barrett, held tor the 
purpose of raising funds for her Refuge for Destitute Girls. It 
was first published, together with a poem of Mrs. Browning, 
" A Plea for the Ragged Schools of London — Written in Rome," 
in pamphlet form, in 1854, and afterwards included in the two 
volumes of " Men and Women " (1855). 

XLIII 

Popularity, Browning addresses an unknown and undeveloped 
poet of whose merit he is himself certain, although the world is 
blind to it. "You are a <star,*" he says, "that will one day 
rise in the splendour of poetic achievement. Meanwhile you are 
like the fisherman that first brought the murex to land. He 
was unknown and unnoticed, but what he brought — the dye of 
dyes — is known the world over. It made the greatness of Tyre, 

St so with poetry. While the " liquor*' is being refined down 
^ world stands aloof." When at length it is "priced and 
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saleable," then every writer tries to get something ot its colour 
into his own work. They live on turtle and claret (because blue 
is now the fashion) ; the poet, like the fisher of Tyre, gets only 
Keats' porridge. 

Stanza i. When afar you rise . • . named a star. The 
"star" — a characteristic use of the word by Browning as 
indicating a person possessed of rare and brilliant qualities — is 
Alfred Domett. (See note on " The Guardian Angel " at p. 304.) 
Browning's assurance that the merit of Domett's great poem, 
Ramlfand Amohioy would be ultimately recognised is expressed 
in the following terms : *' In fine the poem (Ranolf and Amohia) 
is worth the thirty years* work and experience, and even absence 
here ; and whether people accept it now, or let it alone for 
awhile, appreciated in the end it is certain to be." (Letter to 
Domett, Oct. 18, 1872.) 

Stanza 12. For the resistance which every original thinker 
must overcome, conf, Wordsworth : " Every author, as far as he 
is great and at the same time or^inal^ has had the task of creating 
the taste by which he is to be enjoyed ; so has it been, so will it 
continue to be." (Essay Supplementary to Ed. of 18 15). The 
** taste " once being created, there comes the temptation for un- 
original authors to win an easy (but ephemeral) success by 
imitating the work of the ** original " author. 

Stanza 1 3. The ideas come so rapidly that they are almost 
** telescoped " into one another ; crushed together by their impact 
upon the abrupt conclusion — ^What porridge had John Keats i 
The stanza is a characteristic example of Browning's readiness to 
regard poetic form as secondary to poetic thought. By ^ poetic 
form " I mean the limitations imposed upon a poet by that feeling 
for the beauty of words, which is traditionally associated with the 
poetic expression of ideas. But while, on the other hand. 
Browning disregards these limitations, as here, when it suits his 
purpose, on the other he has given ample proof that he is neither 
insensible to the special charm which arises from a harmony 
between thought and its vehicle, nor incapable of getting the 
highest artistic effect out of the word-sounds at his disposal, 
whether by selection, or arrangement, or both. What better 
words, for example, could have been chosen to give the feeling of 
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. the coarse power expressed by the portrait bust of " John the 
Pannonian " than these ?— 

** Here's John the Smith's rough-hammered head. Great eycy 
Gross jaw and griped lips do ivhat granite can 
To give you the crown-grasper. What a man !" ("Protus,") 

John K^ats, Browning's appreciation of Keats is sufficiently 
evidenced by the line in One fVord More : 

** Dumb to Homer, dumb to Keats— him, even I " 

And Mrs. Browning in Aurora Leigh gives a testimony scarcely 
less splendid : 

** . , . The man who never stepped 
In gradual progress like another man, 
But, turning grandly on his central self. 
Ensphered himself in twenty perfect years 
And died, not young (the life of a long life 
Distilled to a mere drop, falling like a tear 
Upon the world's cold cheek to make it bum 
For ever)." 

XLIV 

The Heretic's Tragedy, The Order of the Knights Templars 
was founded early in the twelfth century, and rapidly acquired 
pre-eminence among the military societies of the period. Its 
wealth and military reputation, together with the international 
status of its members, made it during the thirteenth century 
perhaps the most powerful political force in Europe. As such 
the Templars aroused the jealousy of the regular authorities, both 
civil and ecclesiastical. At the instance of Pope Clement V. all 
the Templars in France were arrested by order of Philip FV. on 
October 1 3, 1 307, and in England the same action was taken by 
Edward II. on January 10, 1308. Jacques du Boui^g-Molay, the 
Grand Master of the Templars (since 1298), was seized, together 
with some sixty others, at the Temple (the headquarters of the 
Order) at Paris, on October 13, 1307, and he was burned at the 
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stake in 13 14. The Order was formally suppressed by a decree 
of the Council of Vienna, dated May 26, 1312 ; its possessions 
were confiscated and transferred to the rival Order of the Knights 
Hospitallers (/.«., of the Hospital of St. John at Jerusalem). The 
charges preferred against the Templars at the local and other 
tribunals by which they were tried, included the denial of God 
and Christ (especially the act of spuitio super crucem) \ immoral 
practices ; idolatry, i.e, the worship of a four-footed image of a 
cat or a calf (symbols of the nature-worship of ancient Egypt) ; 
and sacrilege, as shown in their travesties of the ceremonies of the 
Church. 

In view of this last change there is a special appropriateness in 
the idea of the (supposed) Canon-Regular to celebrate the burn- 
ing of the Grand Master in the form of an office of the Church. 
<« This time," he thinks, " it shall not be Christ that is brought 
to shame by a travesty of the services of the Church, but the 
blasphemer himself." 

On the question of the authenticity of the crimes and practices 
alleged against the Templars it must be remembered that (i) a 
charge of sacrilege is the traditional instrument for the destruction 
of a political opponent (as, e.g.^ m the case of Alcibiades) ; and (2) 
precisely the same kind of charges were brought against the 
Vaudois and other Christian sects whose members refused to 
submit to the Papal system in the twelfth and thirteenth centuries. 
It is also noticeable that the supposed date of the composition of 
the Canon-Regular*s " interlude " is " a couple of centuries " after 
the burning of Jacques du Bourg-Molay. That is to say, the 
heretics whose edification the Canon-Regular has in his mind, are 
the Protestant Reformers of the sixteenth century. 

Technical oifect of the poem. Browning manifests the same 
kind of joy in craftsmanship as a Renaissance master. Just as the 
early Italian painters would turn from their fine art to work a 
lamp-bracket, or design a chest, making the most conventional 
form and the most rigid material bond to their impulse, and 
finding pleasure in the mere exercise of their creative power ; so 
Browning in his love of authorship invents new forms of poetic 
structure, or adapts old ones to new uses. Here he has turned a 
mediaeval office into a lyric. Or, to pursue the analogy of the crafts- 
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man he has carved a standard of quaint mediaeval design to support 
an electric burner. The motive of the poem is lyric, its form is 
dramatic. The lyric motive — the real tragedy of a heretic's 
death at the stake is not the torment of the victim, but the fact 
that to burn a heretic was as much a part of religion as the 
chanting of the litany — is essentially a nineteenth-century 
thought. On the other hand he gives to the dramatic form a 
structure which suggests, and in part actually reproduces, an 
office of the Mediaeval Church : the persons of the drama being 
the Abbot Deodaet, the soloist and the chorus, and the stage 
directions being cast into the form of rubrics. Thus understood. 
The Heretic's Tragedy is a highly artistic composition. The 
significance of the words is emphasised and heightened by the 
grotesque effect of the poetic structure — an effect which appro- 
priately illustrates the state of moral perversion which the poem 
portrays. 

For Browning's recognition of the fact that the age in which 
the greatest importance was attached to the external observances 
of the Christian Faith was the age in which the spirit of 
Christianity was least understood, see Bkhop Slougram's Afology^ 
11. 676-692. 

Rosa Mtptdi; seu^fulcite me Jloribus; f.^., Rose of the World ; 
or. Sustain me with flowers. 

Hock-tide ,* i,e^ the second Monday and Tuesday after Easter- 
Day, a time at which in the Pre-Reformation period money was 
collected for parish purposes and festivities took place. 

Stanza i. Organ: flagal-cadence, "Plagal" (Gk. irKdyunSy 
sideways) is ** a term applied to the four collateral scales added 
by Gregory the Great to the four authentic scales of Ambrose." 
The " plagal-cadence " is " the chord or harmony of the fourth 
or subdominant, followed by that of the tonic." (Century 
Dictionary.) (For Browning's use of the technical terms of art, 
see note on Fra Lipfo Liptij p. 250.) 

Stanza 2. Grace of lute or ciavicitherti, Clavicithem is a 
form of the mediaeval Latin clavicitfurium^ «*an early musical 
instrument of the harpsichord type, being really an upright 
spinet." (Murray's English Dictionary.) 

Stanza 4. Good sapfy bavins. "Bavins" arc faggots of 
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underwoody and, therefore, burn rapidly. So Shakespeare, 
I Henrj IV., iii., ii., 61, ''rash Bauin wits, soone kindled and 
•oone burnt" (1596). (English Dictionary.) 

Stanza 6. To h'miy the Flesh meant silver and gold. One of 
the charges against the Templars was that of omitting the ^ hoc 
est corpus " clause in the service of the Eucharist. 

Stanza 7. Sharon's rose, ** I am the rose of Sharon, and the 
lily of the valleys." Song of Solomon — of the Church as the 
mystic bride of Christ. 

XLV 

Two in the Campagna, A lover tells his thoughts to his 
mistress as they sit together, looking out upon the wide sunlit 
plain of flowers and grasses. What is it that prevents the 
perfect union of two souls on earth ? It is an elusive thought — 
to find words for it, he says, is like tracing that spider's web 
from flower to tomb, from tomb to weed. ** Is it this ? No ; I 
have lost the thread again. All I can find is the pain of a finite 
heart that cannot satisfy its infinite passion." 

For the power of poetry to give expression by a collocation of 
ideas to thoughts which are too elusive to be separately rendered 
in words, see the Editor's Principles of Criticism^ chap. ix. 
(Poetry . • • interprets states of mind, individual and collective.) 

XL VI 

ji Grammarian's Funeral is an analysis of a typical character — 
the Scholar of the Renaissance. His worth lay in his pursuing 
an end with his whole being. He was mistaken in his aim, but 
the singleness of heart with which he pursued it gave him a 
dignity higher than that of the plain-dwellers around him. 
Therefore his body must be buried on ^a tall mountain." 

The persons of the monologue are the disciples who carry up 
the body ; and the metre suggests the slow tramp of their feet. 

It is noticeable that Browning connects the Scholar's disregard 
of the opportunities of physical existence with an assured belief 
in the immortality of the soul* 
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** Others mistrust and say — * But time escapes, — 
Live now or never ! * 

He said, * What's Time ? leave Now for dogs and apes ! 
Man has For ever.* " 

1. 86. Calculus racked him ; i,e^ the branch of mathematics 
— the word is a (Latin) diminutive of calx, a stone — so-named : 
the system of calculation by Differential, Integral, 8cc, Calculus. 

1. 88. Tussis attacked him, ^'Tussis" is a term of scholastic 
Logic ; but the (Latin) word also means a ^ cough." Such a 
play upon the word would, of course, be quite appropriate in the 
mouth of the Renaissance scholars. So, too, the introduction of 
the Oreek words (^c, oSm and — he in 11. 129-131. 

XLVII 

One Way of Love, A devoted but unsuccessful lover speaks. 
He still can say, 

** Those who win heaven, blest are they." 

XLVIII 

^Another Way of Love is a companion l3rric. Here the woman 
speaks. Her lover, instead of vainly strewing the rose leaves of 
June before the steps of his mistress, has grown tired of June 
roses before the month is over. She bids hun go,|if her sweetness 
tries his temper. Her June can mend its ** bowers " as well as 
the scratches their roses have made upon his hand. Perhaps, too, 
her June may choose to bloom for one who loves ^ redness and 
sweetness ** ; or, perhaps, again, it may use her (the lady's) 
June-lightning to get rid of men and spiders. 

XLIX 

Transcendentaltm, In this monologue a poet addresses a 
brother poet, the author of the (supposed) work entitled, ** Tran- 
scendentalism. A Poem in Twelve Books." He tells him that 
he *^ speaks instead of singing " — that is, he employs the method 
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of science and not the method of art. This is his ^ fault/' 
And he bids him take '' the harp back to his heart again." 

For a discussion of the difference between the respective 
methods of poetry and science the reader is referred to the 
Editor's PrmcifJes ofCritichm^ new edit. p. 156, et sea, 

1 22. %As Swedish Boehme, Jakob Boehm (or Boehme) ; a 
German mystic (i 557-1 624) ; he published " Aurora " (containing 
an alleged Revelation from God) in 161 2. 

11. 38-45. Who made thii^s Boehme ivrote thoughts about, 
Conf. Matthew Arnold : ** The grand power of poetry is its 
interpretative power . . . the power of so dealing with things 
as to awaken in us a wonderfully full, new, and intimate sense 
of them, and of our relations with them." (Essay on Maurice 
de Gu6rin.) 

L 

Misconceptions, A lyric. **Thc spray thought the bird 
would stay to build her nest on it ; the heart thought the Queen 
would spend her love on it. They were wrong : but each 
had its moment of joy." Con/, George Meredith on Romance : 
** The young who avoid that region escape the title of fool at 
the cost of a celestial crown." ('< Diana of the Crossways.") 



{■ 



LI 

One Word More, Browning's dedication of ^ Men and 
JWomen " to the great woman, whose husband he had become, 
IS something more than a mere poetic achievement. On the 
one hand a declaration of his passionate love, on the other it it 
a rare and perfect example of poetic expression. It is as free 
from ostentation as a king's kiss of ceremony, and as sincere 
as the secret caresses of a lover. Only a man of noble life 
could venture thus to bare his soul to the world, and none but a 
master of poetry could wrap that naked soul in so splendid a 
garment. 

The Title, It is interesting to note that the title "One Word 
More," occurs in the letter of August 31, 1845, iii which Miss 
Barrett explains the motives which caused hei to refuse Browning's 
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first proposal of marriage. Towards the end of this long letter 
she Mrrites : ** Your life I If you gave it to me, and I put my 
whole heart into it ; what should I put but anxiety, and more 
sadness than you were bom to ? What could I give you, which 
it would not be ungenerous to give ? Therefore we must 
leave this subject — and I,.trust you to leave it without \one tvord 
more, . . ." {Letters^ etc.)^> 

The poetic motive, ^ Rapnael once became a poet, Dante once 
began to paint an angel, seeking each to please one only — not the 
world. I have only my one gift of verse. Verse, then, I give 
you, but such verse as I have never written before, and never 
shall write again." 

The metre. The characteristic line of English blank verse — 
the common poetic vehicle of the English drama and Epic — it 
the iambic pentameter (or unrimed heroic). It is composed, of 
course, of five feet, of which each consists of a short syllable 
followed by a long one (tne tafipos=%j - ). The metre in which 
Browning has written **One Word More" contains the same 
number of feet, and the same proportion of long and short 
syllables, but the position of the long and short syllables is 
reversed. This — the trochaic pentameter — is made up of five 
trochees (r/Mxatbf [ir6vf ] = - J), 

The precise effect which Browning has secured will appear 
from a comparison of verses respectively composed in the two 
metres. 

Using the ^ majestic English iambics," Shakespeare has : 

^ The quality of mercy is not strainM, 



It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 

^ ^ ^ ^ <* 

Upon the place beneath : it is twice blessed \ 

^ ^ ^ ^ . ^ 

It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes." 



Digitized 



by Google 



NOTES 321 

But Browning, in the trochaic pentameter^ writes : 
** There they arc, my fifty men and women, 

--• 4* ^ ^ ^ 

Naming me the fifty poems finished ! 

-* ^ *» ^ ^ 

Take them, Love, the book and me together* 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Where the heart lies, let the brain lie also," 

The fiersonal appeal. The union of poetic beauty and passion 
which marks this dedication will be the more completely realised, 
if we recall the beauty and passion of the challenge to which it 
replied. In the Somets from the Portuguese Mrs. Browning, 
telling how her love grew, bids her husband know that at first 
she deemed herself unworthy of his love, and that it was for this 
reason that at first she refused the boon which he had offered, 

" Can it be right to give what I can give ? 
To let thee sit beneath the fall of tears 
As salt as mine, and hear the sighing years 
Re-sighing on my lips renunciative 
Through these infrequent smiles which fail to live 
For all thy adjurations ? O my fears. 
That this can scarce be right ! We are not peers. 
So to be lovers ; and I own, and grieve, 
That givers of such gifts as mine are, must 
Be counted with the ungenerous." * 

And again : 

<< O Belov€d, it is plain 
I am not of thy worth nor for thy place I 
And yet, because I love thee, I obtain 
From that same love this vindicating grace. 
To live on still in love, and yet in vain,- — 
To bless thee, yet renounce thee to thy face." f 

* IX. t XI. 
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Nor will she accept the sacrifice of his loYe, until she has 
found a way to bring no less an offering. 

^ As brighter ladies do not count it strange, 
For love, to give up acres and degree, 
I yield the grave for thy sake, and exchange 
My near sweet view of Heaven, for earth with thee 1 *' * 

Stanza * 3. ffrr, San Sisto nameSf and Her^ Foltgno ; U^ 
Raphael's ^Madonna di San Sisto" in the Dresden Gallery; 
and the ** Madonna di Foligno " (painted for Sigismondo Conti 
in 151 1), now in the Vatican, but formerly in the Convent of 
Sant' Anna at Foligno in the province of Perugia. 

Stanza 4. Cricdf and the world with it. Browning corrects 
this (in his letter to D. G. Rossetti) to ** and the world cried too** 

Stanza 7. Beatrice, The metre requires the Italian pro- 
nunciation ; so, too, with ** Bice " (diminutive of Beatrice). 

Stanzas io-ii. Heavaii gift takes earth* s abatement. The 
creative power of the artist is a gift from Heaven 5 but its 
power is lessened by its being exercised under the limitations 
imposed upon the artist by his relationship to his fellow men. 
Conf, ^Poet, painter, sculptor — all alike work subject to the 
one and identical restriction ; if they would produce something 
of permanent value as a work of art — some gift which mankind 
wiU accept — ^they must satisfy the general sense of mankind. 
This, then, is the tribunal which gives the final verdict of success 
or failure." (The Editor's Principles of Criticism^ chap, on 
^Authority in Literature and Art.") The artist, like Moses, 
proves his << mortality" in ^the minute which makes him 
immortal." 

^ Oh, the crowd must have emphatic warrant ! 
Never dares the man put off the prophet." 

And thus his public achievement lacks a ^gracious somewhat." 

Stanza 12. Had Moses loved (says Browning), he would 
rather have chosen the camel's privilege of giving up ** hoard and 

* XXIII. 
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life " together in the desert, and so have saved only his mistress, 
than have saved the thousands by his << right-arm's rod-sweep, 
tongue's imperial fiat." 

Stanza 14. He tvho writes^ mey write fir oncey as J do ^ ue^ 
in trochaic pentameters. 

Stanza 17. She would turn a new side to her mortal i i^^ the 
other and unseen side (since the moon always shows the same 
side to the Earth). 

Stanza 20. It is noticeable that the natural position ot the 
second and third lines in this stanza is reversed. The result is 
to make both Raphael and Dante the subject of " wrote " and 
** drew." They are united, in the poet's mind, by their common 
quality of " love." 
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